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BOOK I. 



THE GM)LDEN MILEWAY. 



In the fair season, when the gunny breeze^ 
Awake as from a trance in rosy bowers, 
Bade the green earth be prodigal of smiles, 
A Gblden Mileway led beyond the seas, 
Glowing with promise ; for the radiant stones, 
That marked its progress, were with legends carved, 
Such as light up the soul in solitude. 
The Summer bound the Present and the Past, 
The present joy, the over-clouded Past, 
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2 THE PILGRIMAGE TO ROME. 

Bridging the chasms with a heaven of gold : 
And at the mileway's end the bright South-east 
Stood sentinel of all the wealthier worlds, 
Whence came the Caesar in the proud old time 
And smote the Celtic isles; whence too arose 
From the far East the blessed news of God, 
Borne westward by the Eoman missioners. 
Mindful pf this, our spirit thither turns 
With conscious worship, as unto the home 
And cradle of our greatness; yea, to gaze 
Upon that miracle of sunset pomp, 
Which robes the mundane majesty of Eome, 
And kneel in prayer at holy Peter's shrine : 
No vow constrains, but natural impulses 
Prompt from the well-spring of a reverent heart. 

It fortuned me one pleasant summertid^ 
To quit the embraces of our island home, 
A pilgrim for the Eternal City bound. 
Symbolic portraiture it seemed of toils 
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Borne by Christ's pilgrims in life's busy scenes, 
Wending o'er stormy seas or desert wolds 
Even to the Eternal City of our God, 
It was a picture limned by phantasy : 
For now no perils huge by flood or fell. 
On champaign wild or in the 'holtis hairy/ 
Await the traveller, as in days of yore, 
When Duty or Devotion's kindling lure 
To adore the Apostolic threshold drew 
A multitude of pilgrims, over Alps 
And snows eternal, and o'er sultry plains, 
Far from the storm -wrapt isle of Albion. 
In later times, the mazy folds of steam, 
Whitening the air, as though there floated by 
The streaming pennons of a conqueror's car, 
Man's triumph o'er the elements attest, 
Subjected now to Science' magic spell. 

Thus &red it, that the morrow prompt disclosed 
Beautiful Paris, with her sparkling show 
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4 THB PILGBIMAQE TO BOME. 

Of domes and towers and stately palaces, 
And streets all dight with hues of &irjland ; 
Where festal folk still cheat the latent pain, 
Panting for change or Freedom's transports high : 
Columns firm seated mid the liquid air, 
Memorials of the sunshine after storm, 
Gray cerements that hide a nation's woe ; 
And reverend churches, daughters of old Time ; 
And verdant alleys, all converging where 
Shines on its height the Star of Victory ! 
Yet recked I not to spend my brief sojourn, 
Save in that Palace where the painter's art 
From every clime displays its richest dower; 
And chiefly for the sake of one beloved 
And cherished scene, by Spanish pencil wrought, 
The austere beauty of Augustine's dream. 
On the lone seashore stands the mitred sire. 
Deep musing on the mystery of Faith ; 
While a fair child delves in the yielding sand, 
Striving in vain the eddying trough to clear 
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Of loam, &st baffling all his bootless toil : 
Half timid, yet serene, be lifts his eyes, 
Angelic visitant! to rebuke the priest, 
Who would the blissful Trinity expound, 
And fathom with the plummet of Man's line. 
With wit or reason underived from heaven. 

Hard by the Seine a sacred temple stands, 
Whose hoary front proclaims its sovran eld ; 
Dear in the name it bears of him, who fought 
For Christ and Cambria in the dreary times — 
The patriot saint, Germanus of Auxerre. 
Most fitting place to muse at eventide. 
From all the busy strife of tongues retired ; 
And seek communion with the Qod of Peace 
Mid the hushed stillness of those shadowy piers : 
Illumined, where those western lights reveal 
The regal forms of Pepin, and of Earl, 
Who ruled at Aachen with his Paladins, 
A glorious sun in winter's droopy day ; 
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6 THE FILGBIMAOE TO ROME. 

And where the flood of golden splendour pours 
Adown the orphreyed cope of Hildebrand. 
Here might an ardent mind in fancy rove, 
Steeped in the dreams of long-departed power ; 
And mourn the Church's loss of temporal sway, 
At which the nations quailed in feudal times, 
Spanned by the gorgeous arch of Papacy; — 
Might mourn in vain; for sure the holy Faith 
Lost her pure lustre, when she first assumed 
The purple robe and Caesar's diadem ; 
Even as the rainbow, gemmed with heavenly hues, 
Melts when it meets the cold embrace of earth- 
Peace, idle dreamer, wake to real themes ! 
The Church of France, now in the seething oil 
Of sore disquietude but ill disguised. 
May win a richer guerdon from on high 
Than e'er befell in mediaeval pomp, — 
The Gospel guerdon of the crown of thorns ; 
To be unto her blessed Lord conformed 
In deeds of love and holy suffering. 
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Keligion is not exiled from the land, 
Though sins abound and scoffers multiply; 
Though Lyons hides in her portentous womb 
Dark store of ills in mercy yet withheld ; 
Yet is Bretagne the hmd of loyalty. 
And o'er the waste of her deserted sands 
Bests the dim shadow of the awful cross. 
Still in the heart of France, mid wreck of thrones 
And commonwealths by g^ddy men devised, 
Faith breathes her speU of solemn sweetness ; still 
Elumes the heart in sorrow's dark abode, 
Soothes every care, and lightens every fear. 
Her Prelates' modest fortune now may show 
Fairer ensample than the princely pride 
And worldly splendour erst unchastened, save 
In kindly Meaux and tranquil Fenelon. 
Her Christian Brothers, with industrious toil 
And burning love of souls, the livelong night 
And day moreover in assiduous round 
Let down the net to catch the souls of men, — 
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8 THE PILOBIMAOE TO BOME. 

Vincent of Paul's true-hearted progeny ! 

Nor lack there yet, to cleanse the unhallowed air, 

Bundles of myrrh from blooming OUead, 

The Church's tenderest oflTering, when she brings 

The choice devotion of the woman's heart ; 

Setting before our eyes that holy train, 

Once led by Love Divine from Galilee 

To clasp with faithful arms His bleeding cross, 

Like lilies twining round his trysting-tree. 

Sisters of Mercy ! none can fully prize 

Your angel-service by the couch of pain ; 

Where the dull heavy weight of daily cares 

Saddens the brow, and toUs for daily bread 

Pinch the thin features ; where no smooth-lipped lie 

Of graceful Poverty in rustic cot. 

Half hiding its privations with the moss 

And ivy-wreaths which please a poet's dream, 

Wins ostentatious comforters : in towns. 

Where pine the slaves of ill-requited toil, 

Ye sanctify your mission; neither dread 
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Of peaceful slumber, *neatb the breath of God. 

And eyermore, throughout the sacred line 

Of holy seers that communed with Heaven, 

Guiding the mystic faie of Israel, 

It was their chosen solace and delight 

To soothe their spirits by the waters' flow. 

The sad-souled King, for whom young David's harp 

Dispelled the cloud by demon-shadows flung, 

Ne'er felt a sweeter joy than Esay drew 

From the soft fallings of Siloe's brook, 

Deep buried in the Yale of Vision. 

By Chebar's willowed stream Ezekiel saw 

* Pomp unimagined of aught below,' 

In strange bright contrast with the . captives' tears; 

While seraph wings gleam with ethereal fire. 

And amber wheels with spiritual life instinct 

Glow in full presence of the Deity ! 

And he of virgin soul, pure Daniel, sought 

The haunts of peace by murmuring Ulai's side ; 

When, wearied with the toils by state imposed, 
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12 THE PILGBIMAGE TO BOME. 

Or loathing the barbaric pride, he saw 

Adoring satraps bend before the king, 

In idol-reverence proffering to Man 

High lauds to God for ever consecrate. 

When Jordan first bedewed the sinless feet 

Of the world's Maker with his mystic flood, 

Up rose the glad baptismal waters' song, 

Redundant to the crystal port of heaven : 

And His disciples ever from that hour 

Have felt a blessing in the waters' flow. 

The shadow of the Almighty resting there ! 

The Saints have loved in spirit to derive 

Fresh virtue from the gladdening waters ; — so 

In primitive times, by dreary thoughts perplexed, 

Justin found solace on the Syrian shore; 

Nor doubted but the angel form was sent, ' 

Like the sweet smile upon the blue wave's breast, 

To soothe his sorrow and unrest forlorn. 

Ascetic Basil, in his Pontic cell, . 

Loved the shrill utterance of the cataract's song ; 
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THE GOLDEN MILEWAY. 13 

Which down the rocks in glorious floods descending 
Made music in the startled wilderness. 
And Monica, Augustine's mother dear, 
In the Ostian harbour by the western sea 
Watching the sun's departing glory, gained 
From the still radiance of the tranquil flood 
Bright argument of hope and ghostly joy. 
For, if the sun's declining glory shone 
With such unearthly and transmuting power, 
Glassed in the swelling azure of the sea ; — 
Sure then the dying Christian's soul may feel 
A mystic joy steal o'er her ; — joy as deep 
And pure as is the ether's blue expanse, — 
Deep joy of hope, transfiguration pure ! 

Thus ever have Devotion's chosen shrines 
Been deep cemented where the waters flow : 
Witness those graceful piles that once adorned 
The wilds of England ; in her broad domain, 
Pale mirrors of the Past, they faintly gleam. 
Each in its desolate home, memorials frail 
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Of days in prayer and contemplation spent, 
Sweet relics of Cistercian piety ! 
Lacks not the confirmation of my speech 
By house of prayer and holy minster given : 
Mark Netley, nestling in her leafy bower 
Hard by the ebbing of the Solent sea ; 
And Beaulieu midst the forest murmurings, 
Beyond the waves a sister solitude, 
Invites a happier sunbeam to repose 
Upon her wavering ivy in the glade; 
Sweet Avalon from out the watery waste 
Beneath the Tor found r^uge in the gloom 
Of over-arching trees and groves profound ; 
And Tintem still her gracious look reveals 
By the clear windings of the 'sylvan Wye ;' 
Lantbony rose, where saintly David kept 
His hermit watch in Ewias' lonely dell ; 
And Valle-Crucis, bosomed in brown hills, 
Heard nightly chauntings of Mervinian Dee ; 
Furness sang vespers on the sounding shore, 
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THE GOLDEN MILEWAY. 15 

And Melrose, calm amid the Border fraj, 
Cheered the wild heath with consecrated hymns. 

Such were the thoughts that haply entertained 
The traveller on the slopes of Burgundy; 
For in that land unfading memories keep 
The pensive image of monastic life. 
Ere the transforming draught of secular power, 
Unconsciously imbihed by slow degrees, 
Marred the green promise of its opening prime. 
Citeaux and Clairval ! holy memories throng 
In uttering of your names; what joy profound 
Thrilled in the heart of France, when mid the clang 
Of clashing arms and barbarous enterprise 
Your cloistered stillness and religious air 
Eose like the dawn on a tempestuous night ! 

Here Stephen Harding from our distant isle 
In quest of souls, true soldier of the Cross, 
For love of Jesus fasted, watched, and prayed ! 
Here by his toil subdued the stubborn earth 
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16 THE PILGBIMAOE TO BOME. 

Bloasomed again; and the surrounding hills 

Stood thick with com that they did laugh and sing. 

Blest Saint! who long with patient spirit strove, 

In quiet and fosgetfulness of self, 

To honour God by servitude serene 

And glad benevolence to human kind, 

What joy was thine, when youthful Bernard came 

(Heaven's noblest gift vouchsafed imto thy prayers) 

And cheered the shade of thy declining age 

By a son's duteous homage ! 

Many a y«ar 
lu weary toil had Stephen watched and prayed, 
And the calm evening of his day drew nigh. 
Yoimg Bernard, with his thirty good compeers, 
Of ancient stock descended but by Faith 
Far more ennobled, to his rustic cell 
Came, as a knight devoted to his lord, 
To learn the science of all holy things. 
And with the sad Apostle's girdle bound 
Through tribulation win the gate of heaven; 
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THE GOLDEN MILEWAY. 17 

By the keen yearnings of his heart compelled 
And by the Spirit's visitation pure. 

Sure^ when the old man saw the star-like brow 
Of that young beadsman beam with light divine, 
And heard him pledge beneath his Saviour's cross 
His heart's unstinted treasure, unalloyed 
By reservation or a lingering sigh; 
Even then he felt, that God's approving smile 
Gilded the memory of departed years 
In virtue spent; nor had his lonely lamp 
In vain been trimmed, nor girt his loins in vain; 
Coptented now he prayed he might depart. 
And sang his Nwrvc dimittis, Dominel 

Ah ! where is Glory ? doth she now descend 
Like a bright effluence from the Almighty throne 
Upon some lowly saint, whose life serene 
Is spent in adoration and meek awe? 
Or doth she light upon the encrimsoned plains 
Of Crecy, Poitiers, or of Agincourt, 
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18 THE PIIiGRIMAOE TO ROME. 

In dreamy splendour o'er sepulchral gloom 
Shining a&r, the Hesperus of the dead? 
Doth Glory speed her coming, when the shout 
Of maddening nations hails the battle field 
Impetuous, nor heeds the voice divine 
Of Him, who for His latest testament 
Bequeathed the blessing of His holy peace? 

There is a Balance, in whose cup profound 
The pomp of martial glory finds no place ; 
Nor stirs the lightest echo in heaven's hall 
Earth's universal myriads' loud acclaim; 
Save, when the righteous sword is duly drawn 
In recompensing justice, to maintain 
The tranquil course of Law, by sin disturbed. 
And vindicate the majesty of Man ! 
Speak not of Glory, where the pendent shield 
Is not inscribed with Virtue's title clear; 
Speak not of Glory, where the flashing sword 
But serves to glut the tyrant's eager thirst 
For boundless empire, heedless of the pangs 
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THE GOLDEN MILEWAT. 19 

Of desolated realms, and countless wrongs, ' 

That o'er them hang a sad purpureal pall 

Of sorrow, unforgotten through long years, 

When the rich trophies of the conqueror's sword 

Have all decayed. As when the radiant flames, 

That on All-Hallows-tide have lit the crest 

Of some lone mountain and its dusky glens, — 

(A rite transmitted from the elder days. 

When in our isle Phoenician mariners. 

From Zidon roaming o'er the &bled deep, 

Adored dread Belus with mysterious fire: — ) 

When they have gemmed the solitary night 

And all is over, the next mom reveals 

A show of sadness, and the golden furze 

That glorified the hills with richest light, 

And the red heath that blushed on Autumn's brow, 

Have vanished and descended to the grave. 

The proud World listens to the stirring sound 

Of song that breathes upon the Paynim lyre, 

By raptured poets tuned to celebrate 

c 2 
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The deeds of mightiest victors, and of kings, 
Consuls, and heroes, for whose feted brows 
The obedient sunbeams weave their garland bright ; 
And thinks, that mid the accumulated pomp 
Of bending captives and the long array 
Of glittering trophies Glory may be found. 
And proof imdoubted thence to be derived 
That she hath pitched her sure pavilion there. 
Vain thought ! the World aye wanders in the wild 
Of devious error and the evening realm 
Of fond Illusion, whence it doth receive 
A gorgeous yet a melancholy tone, 
A sobered tone of pride that miay beseem 
The soul, that struggles with the bonds of sense. 
From its great Gk>d and Father long exiled. 
With admiration smit and wondering awe 
The World is prostrate, when some poet, high 
And higher still by Fame uplifted, soars 
With eagle flight upon the wings of Time ; 
Or when, forth-rissuing from Nature's hand, 
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Some philosophic sage doth march supreme 
Monarch of spirits, and with might unseen, 
But felt, controls the destinies of Man. 

Thus ever hath the stream of the World's praise 
Been poured in rich libation at the tomb 
Of king or hero, poet or of sage ; 
And blazoned banners of ancestral &me 
Have floated o'er the urn where Genius sleeps ; 
And posthumous care hath wrapped in seemly shroud 
The cold remains of him, whose gifted soul. 
In life neglected, careth now no more. 
In the far land where all things are forgot, 
For what the sorrowing World would fain bestow. 

The World still listens to the accents clear 
Of proud Ambition's soul-enchaining spell ; 
And echoes ring responsive to the call 
Of that mysterious Presence, which beguiles 
The human spirit with seductive power 
And most profound persuasion, turning good 
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To evil, sweet to bitter, and perverts 

Man's noblest energies ; since that dread hour 

When the lost Angel, from his silver sphere 

Banished by sin into this lower room, 

Drooped like a heavy vision, and infused 

A mist of sorrow in the morning air 

Of earth, resplendent on her natal day. 

The World doth listen to his siren song. 

Where graver notes insidiously combine 

With the melodious. O ! the sweeter strain 

Of harmony that woke the charmM night 

On the calm hills of holy Bethlehem, 

When Nature hushed the blissful influence felt. 

And the wild goat, that from the foaming brook 

Would scoop the crystal draught, suspended hung, 

Touched with deep joy of that angelic quire; 

And silent creatures on that happy night 

Shone radiant under heaven's blue canopy; 

And shepherd-hearts with full emotion thrilled 

Under Hie waves of that ethereal song. 
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Which carolled loud, 'Glory to Gk)d on high, 
Peace on the weary earth, good will to men!' 
O ! still that blessM harmony doth reach 
The chosen hearts and few ; and the proud World 
Careth not for the gracious message breathed 
In that sweet song; its heart is heathen still. 

Where then is Glory? She doth dwell on high 
In the green bowers of everlasting peace, 
Beside fiEiir havens of eternal rest 
There ever mirrors she her golden locks 
And radiant image in the glassy deep 
Of that unroffled Sea, that ever flows 
In ghostly beauty by the throne of God. 
She walketh on the everlasting hills. 
With God communing*. From serene desires, 
And the lone life of unremitting toil, 
Affections well bestowed and long maintained 
With constant truth unto the plighted vow; 
From secret sorrows borne without repining, 
And passions tamed by penitential tear. 



Digitized by 



Google 



24 THIS PILQRIMAOB TO BOME. 

Aud fasting with its chastening discipline, 
And prayer that is out-poured in quiet cell^ 
And charities that lowly clustering dwell 
Like violets hid in some sequestered nook. 
And self-devotion with intrepid eye 
Braving the flood of dangers manifold ; 
From tiie heroic love of human kind 
That ever seeketh to augment the store 
Of happiness by wise and healing aids ; — 
From such beginnings, in this vale of tears 
Seen slowly winding up their silver threads 
In graceful texture on its pensive gloom, 
Gathered in one efiulgence, Glory springs; 
And from that happy and diffusM mass 
Of rich materials offereth at the shrine 
Of the Omnipotent a fragrant gift, 
By Him ordained aright, gift of His gift 
And grace for grace in bountiful return; 
A priestess at His shrine, with oil annealed 
Of joy imperishable; while the quire 
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Of seraphs sing attendant on the rite. 
Veiling their bliss with reverential wings. 

Such is true Glory in her heavenly home; 
And from the lowly things^ full oft contemned 
By the proud World, she weaves her glittering crown. 
— But here a youthful spirit, touched with fire 
Of generous indignation, and impressed 
With the grand images of heroes old 
In history's page enshrined, might interpose 
With kindling words of censure, and demand 
Submission to their majesty assailed : 
"Why should the wind of Desolation blight 
The fields, where Fancy oft hath loved to stray 1 
Why should that stately and resplendent line 
Of heroes vanish from our longing eyes, 
Consigned in sorrow to the oblivious tomb? 
Why should they vanish from their tKrones, expelled 
By dread Religion's frown and doom severe, 
In her own self concentred, and by law 



Digitized by 



Google 



26 THE PILORIHAOE TO HOME. 

Of stem compulsion chasing every song 
Channted bj Genius o'er the mighty dead) 
We cannot tear their image from our hearts, 
Where it has brightened, when the mind was still 
And listened breathless to the undying lay. 
The Macedonian on the distant verge 
Of India's morning-land is dimly seen 
Weeping for realms unconquered ; we behold 
Proud Hannibal with more than eagle's might 
Scaling the firmament of the untrodden Alps ; 
We walk with Scipio on Campania's shore, 
And sigh for fallen Carthage cowering low 
Before her ingrate rival ; TuUy moves 
With burning words our spirit's inmost pulse; 
Great Ciesar on the banks of Rubicon, 
Pausing awhile in conference with Fate, 
Leaps forth, the conscious Master of the World ! 

For these and such as these hath Memory built 
Her regal chambers and the gorgeous fanes 
Wherein we worship ; we would not disturb 
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Their glitteriog laurels^ which do yet entwine 
Their sprays around our very heart of hearts ; 
Nor for the hero win the pale recluse 
And tranquil thoughts and patient energies." 

To such complaint, with no unworthy aim 
Preferred, but springing from the fervent zeal 
Of Youth, whose loyal knee is ever bent 
Where Honour sits enthroned, the spirit of Faith 
And of a more divine Philosophy 
Will peradventure answer; "Wander not 
From the true path, ye souls, whom Christ hath sealed 
And sprinkled with His fountain's healing wave 1 
Nor let the incense of your virgin vows 
Be wasted at the shrine which Faith abjures; 
Those shadows, which ye cherish with so vain 
And fond idolatry, are but as flakes 
And shreds of Glory by His bounty poured 
Along the dusky desert. Ye may walk 
In vaulted chambers, where the mighty dead 
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Are locked within the deep majestic gloom. 
Ye may invoke them from the silent land 
That rears between Eternity and Time 
Its domes mysterious^ and interrogate 
Their pensive spirits ; * What excess of joy 
Or glory crowns you in your still abode T 
List to the echoes of the spirit*song 
In whispers wafted from the silent land; 
List to its answer: 'We have toiled in vain 
For glory and the joys that pass away; 
The victor's laurel and the monarch's crown 
Fade in the pallid precincts of the grave, 
And cannot cheer us; but the lowliest act 
Of worship towards God, of love to Man 
With heavenward aim will soar above the tomb; 
While all that is not Gk)d's must disappear 
In Death's dark portals.' 

Ye may roam at will 
In the rich halls of pictured Memory : 
But some there be whose gorgeous thrones are set 
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For warnings not for homage. Lay not there 

The tribute of an ill-expended love. 

But wheresoever glows the lustre pure 

Of patriot valour and the righteous cause ; 

Where philosophic sage hath cleared the brakes 

That blocked the stream of Wisdom's cooling well ; 

Where wise lawgiver or paternal king 

Bless the wide earth with their benignant^ sway ; 

There may ye pour the large and brimming cup 

Of deep affection, nor misgivings drear 

Touch your full hearts, lest haply they beguile 

Your loyal duty from the Love Divine. 

Faith robs you not of heroes. She restores 

Fresh beaming with invigorated life 

AH that was good in heathendom, secured 

Her proper heritage. The Spartan king 

Beneath the big cloud of the myriad host 

For hearth and home uplifts his guiltless sword, 

And God accepts his self-oblation pure. 

On cool Hyssus' bank ye still may rove 
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And wisdom learn from holy Socrates; 
Still cuU the fragrant honey that distils 
Yrcfm the ripe treasures of the Attic bee. 
Faith ever adds mito the glorious store 
Of saints and heroes. Doth the patriot's zeal 
Kindle emotion in your swelling heart 1 
Lo ! Maccabseus from his mountain home, 
Nought trusting save the might of Faith sublime 
Beared on the Bock of Ages, puts to flight 
The ivied rout of Syria's paynim bands. 
Portray a hero, whose imperial brow 
Is lit with Virtue's own benignant smile; 
Who for the orphan bares the avenging sword. 
To sorrowing Beauty plights the lover's vow; 
Moved by no slavish fears, but awe-inspired 
By priestly words of Heaven-transmitted power, 
He doffs the purple for the garb of woe, 
1 with penitential tears ; 
[ patriot, hero, sage, 
at, stand forth confessed in thee ! 
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Seek ye the mirror of a spotleas faith 

And loyalty which wrongs can never quench 1 

Like a bright demigod in mythic lays 

Set forth to solace some despairing heart, 

Brave Belisarius, on the tawny sands 

Of Mauritania and the vernal meads 

Of sun-bright Italy, is hailed with joy, 

No ruthless victor, but a saviour mild; 

The rustic hind bewails no waving gold 

Tarnished beneath the warnsteed's thundering hoof; 

The yellow orchards and the purple vines 

Still sun their virgin beauty in the breeze : 

The jubilant provincials, long inured 

To Ck>thic lord or Vandal, bless the hour 

That binds them to their long-lost Caesar's sway ; 

While he, by whose good sword hath been obtained 

The wealthy meed of conquest, lowly bends 

In reverence to the crown of Law supreme. 

And if amid the pomp magniiical 
Of laurelled heroes haply ye forget 
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That Virtue shows most noble, when bereft 
Of all that springs not from her native worth ; 
See, where Byzantium with her Golden Horn 
Glows in the smile of the Propontic sea ; 
Still rears the precious Cross, nor jet pro&ned 
By the green sadness of the Crescent's glare 
And Moslem tyranny; a hero stands 
Intrepid, yet despairing, while his heart 
Breaks in the fulness of a patriot's woe ;-^ 
Needs not the imperial purple to enfold 
Those limbs encrimsoned in their funeral mound ; 
Nor sumptuous tomb to mark where Caesar fell^ 
Nor holy bead-roll of the Saints in bliss 
To seal with glory the last Constantine," 

A grie^ as of a sudden solitude, 
When festal music floats upon the ear 
And leaves the inner spirit sorrowing. 
Bids also the fond heart with yearning strange 
To question mutely the outgoings dim 
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Of those heroic forms that grace the earth 
With visitations rare. So much of heaven 
In them disclosed, such emanations pure 
Of godlike Virtue, that could never spring 
From a source alien to the Fount Divine; 
Yet in their passage tinctured with earth's hues ; 
Like stately clouds, that with illusive show 
Spread aery realms upon the moimtain steeps ; 
Or the vast splendour of the stormy seas, 
When waves that flash athwart the setting sun 
Pour ruby radiance on the gulf profound. 
O ! we would know their final issues, — ^leam 
The processes mysterious, which do quell 
Their spirits throbbing after conflict wild. 
When this life's perilous voyaging is over. 
Therefore do heroes oft the heart engage 
With closer interest than the tranquil saints, 
Whose forms transfigured still from grace to grace 
Shine all too glorious for the sinner's gaze. 
And from their heavenly light do seem obscure : 
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Cliiefiy because the hero's life beams forth 
With light refracted by earth's vaiying hues, 
And Virtue shows in him her first essay 
Mid buffets rude of elemental strife ; 
While the saint soars beyond the canvass vain 
Of the world's praise or censure, and his aim 
And guerdon are alike impalpable, 
Stored safely in the bosom of his God. 

Visions betide us in this ancient land 
With varied ministrations ; some of pride 
And pomp barbaric, where with lordly plume 
Resuscitated ages pass review 
For waking Fancy; and Burgundian plains 
Echo with tramp of chivalry once more. 
Ah ! unavailing sounds, that wake no chord 
Of sympathy with that which lasts for ever I 
More soothing are the thoughts, which gather round 
The dim monastic fanes ; if for nought else 
But the sweet recognition of the Faith, 
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Which still will soothe, when mouldering human hearts 
Crumble within the quiet of the tomb. 
Their walls m&j be a ruin moss-besprent, 
Hoar with the beatings of the winter-storm ; 
Their altars with wild flowering wreaths adorned, 
And their once hallowed vaults may never wake 
To the high note of joyous festival 
Or the stem vigil of the midnight quire ; 
Tet have they learned a noUe function, one 
That still abideth in their dim decay. 
Shedding sweet moonlight on the waife of Time. 
They teach the heart of Man that great essays 
And noblest energies are Heaven's own gift. 
By Him on Man bestowed, to be returned 
With provident interest and duteous care 
Again in homage at His holy shrine; 
His as of right inherent, yet by grace 
Of Man accepted as an offering free, 
Most grateful to the Fountain whence it sprung. 
Nor yet is Love in formal bonds constrained, 
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As if the ancient usages alone 

Had drained his virtue. Woefol were the lot, 

That should imprison essences divine 

And emanations from the Breath of God, 

Flowing with might incessant on the &ce 

Of the broad earth. Those consecrated shrines 

May wane from sight, but the oblation pure 

Be aye remembered; the rich casket lost, 

Or broken to diffuse it% precious store. 

But its blest odours are not shed in vain. 

The pious spirits, which of old did rear 

Beligious structures for the home of Faith, 

Mysterious commerce find, where newborn zeal 

With sister aim the generous fight maintains 

Wherein they fought and conquered. In the wide 

Embrace of that unfailing mystic fold. 

Where as a bannered army terrible 

The Saints are gathered, things both old and new, 

All spiritual energies unite 

Though hand ne'er clasped hand. 
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No chilling cloud 
Can hide their kindred lineaments ; no lapse 
Will mar the spirit's sympathies : no clime^ 
Nor adverse feeUng by dissension wrought,^ 
Nor difference of form that leaves untouched 
The fundamental Verities of Faith, 
Can check the gushing fountains of their love. 
Say that the spirits of the saintly dead, 
Of holy Bernard and those reverend ores 
Who sanctified their country mid the gloom 
And desolation of the Middle Age ; — 
Say that their spirits will not all forsake 
The ruined shrines, wherein they once found rest; 
Say that* their spirits hover as in love 
Where o'er their graves the Bequiem hath been sung : 
Fond thought 1 yet worthy of a tender care, 
Even for the sake of those it haply cheers ; 
On whose protracted struggle in lone ways 
Such thought may fitting consolation bring. 
Beams waxing brighter to the perfect day ! 
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But for the samts, their spirit-sympathies, 

Their love, o'er Death triumphiuit, is with Christ, 

And He with them whom Love hath made His own ! 

Where energy and zeal, where quenchless love 

For the Redeemer's cause is freely poured, 

Nor knows the stinting of prudential laws 

And nice vibrations of a worldly aim ; 

There Bernard's spirit walks the earth once more, 

And joys to find his home in kindred souls. 

And in their labours sees his own renewed. 

What joy to him, or Benedict, the sire 
Of a far-spreading cloistered progeny, — 
Yea ! rather, what a burning sense of shame 
And indignation would it in them breed, 
Could they have seen the strange mutation wrought 
Within their pure and simple sanctuaries ! 
The tilths, which furnished all their wholesome board. 
By lavish Time expanded, and the leas 
Once wild and sylvan had through years of toil 
Become a prize to tempt the plunderer's hand: 
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How had it wrung their pious hearts to see 

The Church's patrimony^ long bequeathed 

For other uses, even to feed the poor 

With bounteous alms, the way-worn to relieve 

With kindly welcome, and to nurse the flame 

Of high Devotion with perpetual oil ; — 

In after-time diverted, and assigned 

The appanage of men ^ of purple cheer^ 

And rich Commendators I Could they have borne, 

That their successors should endue the paU 

Of regal satellites, and crush the grape 

Of riot Luxury in the cloister's shade ? 

Nay, rather let the libbard brood of sin 

Cease to defile the minster-sanctities ; 

And rather let the sad dismantled walls 

Plead silently to Heaven their own high cause 

For those who laboured there in happier hour, 

And wrought the work of Ood in purity \ 

It may be that their task had been folfiUed ; 
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For they to whom the heritage had feUen 
In pleasant places mid secluded towers, 
Careless of futore retribution, drove 
A hollow trade of pageant-seeming rites 
And simulated relics, eflbrts vain 
To kindle the faint flames of Faith outworn. 
As well might they expect the wide morass. 
Which in its moumM channels entertains 
Some ancient riva*, with its filtering reeds 
To charm into their pristine purity 
The laggard waters, so that they at will 
May throb with life redundant, and rebound 
With eager joy, as when they flung their foam 
In sportive love upon their fostering hills. 

Woe worth the day! when Fancy unrestrained 
And fanned by breezes of the popular will 
Darkens the lustre of a reverent Creed 
With cloud-like exhalations! Belies rare 
And images with local power endowed 
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Find willing advocates ; and streams of gold 
Flow forth in answer to those mighty spells. 
Nor in that magic circle stand entranced 
The feebler spirits only, or the herd 
Which yearns insatiate for the ruby cup 
That simmers sweetly to the ears of sense : 
But gentler hearts, by reverence beguiled 
And loyal fealty to their ancient home, 
Do battle for the sullied faiths and pure 
Alike; not daring to forecast ihe storm, 
That gathered on the horizon's utmost verge 
In swooning terror^ destined soon to waste 
Its pitiless wrath upon those gaudy toys 
That vainly glittered on the sacred towers. 

O! may we hope, that for them not in vain 
Was shed on earth the Saviour's holy tea/r ; 
Their love accepted, but the thought forgiven. 
Which strove the task of Faith to supersede, 
And with too passionate feeling did impose 
New sacraments of Love, untold in Heaven I 
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Their place knows them do more. Their gorgeous domes 
Have &ded in the misubstantial mist 
Of ever-growing Eld. The Spirit, which dwelt 
In lonely majesty within those towers, 
Now from his home expelled, is left at large 
To choose his hahitation. Let him roam 
Untrammelled by the perishable forms, 
Which for their season shrined both Faith and Love ; 
Let him go forth with healing on his wings, 
The mighty Spirit of Ascetic Zeal, 
Dispensing blessings wide as waters flow 
Around the myriad isles and continents; 
Let him go forth, and light the unending toil 
Of Missioners, who bear the mystic Cross 
To the wild tribes &r in the heathen lands, 
A Comforter most potent and secure! 

He, whose perplexM office is to mould 
And shape into harmonious unity 
The infant struggles of a settler's home ; 
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And with the golden crook of pastoral love 

To win the heathen from his salvage rites 

And from the barren wilderness of thought 

Into green pastures of a holy hope ; — 

He needs a double portion of deep zeal 

And self-denying patience, such as wrought 

In saintly Bernard and the hermits old, 

In fuller gift bestowed, — ^nor needs in vain. 

Behold ! the noble Maori, mid the fray 

And fierce heart-writhings with the stranger host, 

lists to the voice of love, in accents clear 

Breathed by his own Apostle, Father, Friend; 

(Such titles might the Bishop best beseem, 

Himself a stranger, but the donor blest 

Of spiritual boons that earthly hopes surpass !) — 

Lists to that voice, and drinks the soothing sound 

That from the Gospel message rings so pure. 

As when, succeeding to a night of toil 
And weary watching, some lone herdsman sees 
The pale pure saffiron of the flushing East 



Digitized by 



Google 



44 THE PILQBIMAOE TO BOME. 

Waking the joy of birds within the woods, 
Which laj the weary while so dank and chill! 

Turn to the Western solitudes, where roll 
The prairie billows green as emerald, 
And the eye wanders, straining oft in vain 
Along that green and vast infinitude. 
Unbroken, save where golden flowers or bloom 
Of laughing roses light the horizon's verge, 
A starry foam tossed on the emerald tide; 
How beautiful along that desert wild 
The footsteps of the Messengers of Peace ! 
How tranquil MLb amid that glorious scene 
The sound of matins or of evensong ! 
There strive Nashotah's Brethren to relume 
The ancient lamp of zeal ; with toil austere 
Bevives Cistercian discipline ; and Hope 
Gives promise of a harvest, which shall crown 
The priestly mission with a wealth of souls. 

We may take comfort, and predict a course 
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Of wide division of the Gospel boon 

In lands, whose story is not yet unrolled;. 

And hopefiil augury derive from scenes, 

Where ripen yet the grapes of Burgundy 

As erst they ripened in old Roman times, 

When men of peace and heavenly-wrought dem'& 

Fresh from the bright Evangel's early dawn 

And from the gardens of the warmer East, 

Brought the rich suckers of the mystic Vine 

To bless these ruder climes. Homes had they left,. 

Belov^ homes in distant Attica 

And havens &ir beside Ionian seas, 

Where genial Nature seemed to mould their thought 

Into harmonious fellowship. They felt 

The exile's sorrow, forced with pain to learn 

The uncouth utterance of barbarian tongues ; 

And, if at times their spirit chafed to think 

How they had lost their gracious mother-speech 

And the sweet notes of Attic Philomel, 

Immeasurably deeper was their joy 
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To hear the praises of their Sayiour dear 
Song hy rude lips^ whose accents faltered not. 
In loud rough chorus by the rushing Bhone ; 
Or haply in some ancient forest^ deemed 
The home of Hesus, hoar with Druid spells, 
Or still retreat of awfiil Taranis, 
The lord of thunder in the shuddering wilds, 
They found a sylvan chapel, meetly decked 
With Cross of intertwining boughs and Fount 
Of purifying waters murmuring by. 

Thus spared they not, where Grecian enterprise 
Had lit new altars from ancestral fires, 
(Colonial reverence to the parent home !) 
To plant the heavenly seed, which might endure 
And fructify, albeit in salvage soil; 
Nor lacked they precious guerdons, the rich crown. 
And their Lord's purple robe of martyrdom : 
No ceremonial badge by churchmen worn. 
To decorate the solemn missal rite. 
The purple camail, and the mitre's glow 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GOLDEN HILSWAT. 47 

Of gold^ with labels broidered o'er with pearl. 

Theirs was the Liturgy that ended not 

In tranquil psalms sung o'er a quiet grave, 

But in the Celebrant*B self-sacrifice; 

And the fiur raiment of the Priest exchanged 

Its snowy hue for purple. TheU; in truth, 

The Deacon in his crimson dalmatic 

Was yet no legend of a longing heart, 

Devised to decorate the sacred round 

Of temple service, and to shadow forth 

Angelic ministries in heaven performed; 

But a true record of a glorious fact, 

The Faith which spoke in miracles of love, 

And with the Pastor bade the Deacon share 

The crimson honours of a Martyr's death. 

Lugdunum and Vienna! ye were found 
Keen nurses to the gemming Vine of Faith ; 
Your rugged rocks, hoarse-echoing to the wave, 
Did in that early season witness much 
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Of what the human spirit could endure, 
When all its love was strengthened by a Might 
Invisible to such as worshipped sense 
And idol-forms of fleeting nothingness. 
There stands Lugdunum, girdled by the Sa6ne ; 
Soft-flowing, till she feels the frenzied touch 
Of her impetuous brother, whose wild speed, 
Quickened by memories of his Alpine home. 
Shoots on in whitening whirlpools to the sea. 

That city old, pent up between the floods, 
Throngs with old memories and is rife with new; 
The sacred structures* venerable air 
Awes the reluctant worshipper; more dark 
The hive of murky dwellings, where the poor 
Trail on a weary and unlovely life, 
Slaves to the stem necessity of toil, 
Which chains them to those doleful cells, and bida 
Enforced oblivion of the purer breeze, 
Which wakes to life among the laughing hills. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GOLDEN KILEWAY. 49 

What wonder, if amidst the drear abodes 
Of hopeless misery there should be fomid 
The seething ealdron of tornadoes wild 
And maddening revolutions, to avenge 
The violated precepts of the Law, 
Which with a heavenly sanction bids the poor 
Be duly cared for, and the ruler's hand 
With brotherly compassion soothe their toils, 
Guided by justice, equity, and right ! 
There too upon the Ehone-bank proudly rise 
The homes to golden Commerce dedicate, 
Which owe their glory to the silken looms 
And toil incessant of the swarming throng ; 
Thus interlacing, like a braid of gold, 
The dull gray cloud of chilling Penury. 

But neither stately houses, nor the quays 
Lustrous with dappled shadows, nor the hive 
Of murky cells, a mystery of gloom ; 
Nor churches with their tranquil benison. 
Enchained my memory with so strong a spell 
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As thy fierce chafing, thou impetuous Ehoue ! 

O ! what a lively image of our life 
Is mirrored in that wildering eager Rhone ! 
Like it, our life sprang from the pathless hills 
Of everlasting stillness, and amain 
It quivered keenly with bright sapphire foam, 
All bounding in an extasy of joy, 
When all the world lay open to its march. 
As if it courted conquest Ah ! too soon 
Shall turbid floods of passion stain its course. 
And from the native mountains hurry it 
Adown the sliding levels to the embrace 
Of many a peopled Lyons of the world, 
Where Wealth and Commerce whirl in feverish rout 
And Poverty doth pine in secret cell; 
Happy, if yet between the arid wastes 
And close defiles of rocky solitudes 
It may perchance rove o'er romantic meads, 
And couch beneath some city of the Church, 
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Until it sink into the charmM sleep 
Of some Mediterranean isle of rest. 

We quit the Ehone at Valence^ and ascend 
The terraced road, skirted bj hedge-rows green ; 
A welcome vision to our English eyes 
The yerdant fence, which we had lacked so long ; 
Whose tender emerald, dropping after showers, 
Gleamed freshly in the pure and frugrant air. 
How strange the pale white glare that on the east 
Proclaims the grandeur of the seaward Alps ! 
As though a guardian Angel of the South 
And of the sunny plains of Provence chose 
To set his throne in splendour durable 
Upon that Alpine solitude, to watch 
For ever on the object of his love. 
And see ! where on the west, in varied form 
Now gently undulating, and anon 
Sharply serrated on a glowing sky, 
A corridor of amethystine hills, 
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Skirting the bordeivland of Dauphinl, 
Buns on and onwfurd into viewless air ; 
There Evening in her starry diadem 
Bends nightly listening to the music wild. 
Which with iEolian cadences the Bhoue 
Pours forth rejoicing in his pilgrimage. 

As night drew on apace, 'twas sweet to dream 
Of all the wondrous hazy beauty shed 
Upon this ancient land of Troubadours; 
The tales, half sketched from Life's most real scenes. 
Where all moved grandly in a stately strain; 
Half boiTowed from the rocking phantasy, 
Inebriate with the spell of the sweet South, 
And magic of the still transparent air. 

Here in this genial clime they wove the tale 
Of Peter, flower of chivalrous array, 
And his feir Magalona ; whose pure love, 
Tested by many a wracking storm of fate. 
Burned on imquenched unto a calm bright end ; 
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Though he had doffed his lordly plume and sword, 
And wore the lazar-weeds of poverty ; 
And his betrothed, in religious garb 
Tending the sufferers in an hospice laid. 
Chastened her passion by the unearthly aim. 
Thereby did they express the Christian love, 
Which ever mid the world's unpitying storm 
Unto its long-lost Eden pHes its course, 
Unwearied and unspent; and lowly things 
Embraceth for His sake, Who did bestow 
Tokens of His approval on the poor. 

Or sometimes they would tell in fabling guise 
Of the soul's exile, from the Eternal Love 
Sundered and left to rove in solitude, 
What time it strove with a too keen desire 
To unveil the hidden fountain of its joy. 
The tale was suited to barbarian ears ; 
And, while it lost the morning purity 
^v^Thich shone in the earlier legend, still it glowed 
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With a rich murrey haze of afternoon, 
Not void of native poetry. 

They told, 
How hunting in Ardenna's forest wilds 
The noble Child Parthenopex was lorn 
In twilight of the woods, till he emerged 
Beside the lone sea- waves ; and there embarked 
A magic pinnace bore him on the waves, 
Blue, dreaming in their rest around Cledore, 
Far out into the solitary sea. 
A goodly castle did he there behold, 
Planting its stalwart bastion in the sea; 
And walls of polished ashlar, running far 
Inland to meet the fair advancing hills, 
Guarded their charge with loving jealousy ; 
Rich store of granges stocked in autunm hours. 
Of merry mills at play in meadows green, 
And dainty gardens terraced to the shore, 
Fragrant with breaths of rose or muscadel : 
(Such dreams the palmers of the long crusades 
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Brought back from Cyprian bowers of Lymesol, 

Or from the splendid citadels derived 

Of Constantine the noble.) Here disembarked, 

The wondering youth was sweetly entertained 

By fedry hands invisible ; the wealth 

Of eastern banquets circled freely round ; 

The wine-cap moved unbidden ; music swelled 

In the contented air; and, crowning all 

That visionary bliss, the Child reposed, 

Conscious of having won his fairy bride. 

Yet would he gaze upon the matchless &ce 

Of his mysterious lover, and fulfil 

His natural yearning ; when the joyous dream 

Burst as an airy bubble, and his doom 

Drove him an exile from the fairy bower, 

And from his unseen bride and bright Cledore, 

To rue in pain the momentary joy 

That guilty thirst of knowledge had procured. 

Thus Fancy wove her golden network round 
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The gorgeous days, which men call Chivalrous; 

A many- coloured pomp of martial forms^ 

And with the amber light of eve sufiused. 

Some portion of the enchantment lingers yet, 

Enshrined within your deep melodious names, 

Montelimart and Orange ! sunset hues 

Of old romantic times are gleaming still 

On the flushed crimson turrets; and clear bells. 

Booming from out the airy pinnacles, 

Bid salutation to religious hearts, 

Which wait expectant on the vesper hour. 

It seemM on that night, that we pursued 
A winding pathway among lonely hills, 
Where verdant groves scarce moving in the breeze 
At intervals laid open to the view 
Interminable depths of bluest sky ; 
And thickets fresh with roses shed perfume 
Drawn by sweet wooings of the midnight air ; 
We .lifted up our gladdened eyes, and saw 
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Vision serene of majesty most pure, 
Transcending £ar in its magnificence 
All that the ambitious world of Man can show. 
The moon was sailing in the ethereal deep, 
Supreme in glory; yet a fiuthful star, 
Her close companion, travelled unconsumed 
By its approach to that celestial fire. 
And a bright company of other stars 
Looked down fix)m heaven with eyes so full of love, 
So luminous, so clear, and yet so mild, 
That they did seem like Saints in Paradise, 
Conversing with each other in silent love ; 
Exempt for ever from the cares of earth 
And sheltered from its storm in blissfiil calm. 
And that &ir moon, with her attendant star, 
Presented to the soul an image dear 
Even of the Virgin Mother, left alone 
*In the still bower of her Judean home. 
Not unaccompanied by loving awe 
And duteous reverence of the blessed John ; — 
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That holy Mother, who was left awhile 
On earth to cheer the sad Apostles' hearts 
By her pure semblance to her Son Divine. 

On such a night the Christian soul may feel 
The tranquil union and the chain which binds 
True hearts unto departed spirits, flown 
Where eye or thought of Man can never reach, 
Save on the wings of a triumphant FaitL 
These things the soul may ponder, and can feel 
The solemn meanings, which in ancient time 
Bade men to pour a full and tender prayer 
For those who are departed ; (orisons, 
Not prompted by a superstitious fear 
Or thoughts that stray in Fancy's airy realm. 
But by sure yearnings of the conscious heart ;) 
A tender prayer, that everlasting rest 
Might in its bosom fold those happy souls. 
And light perpetual on their fia>ces shine, 
While their dust slumbered in its peaceful home. 
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The sabbath mom breaks forth at early prime; 
A wave of burning splendour fills the air, 
And penetrates the far umbrageous hills ; 
And dipping in the acacia's verdant gold 
Drinks with fierce joy her jewelled cup of dew. 
How soothing in that youthfiil hour of prime 
To venerate the shadows of the Past, 
Which gather round thy grave majestic towers, 
Ancient Avignon 1 In degenerate days 
The Roman Popes in willing exile dwelt 
And purple pride beside the Durance' flood; 
Oblivious of the destiny sublime, 
Which boimd the reverence of the vassal Church 
To the low tombs by yellow Tiber laved 
And pavements warm with Apostolic blood. 
That reverence, that gentle flower of love 
Wm foimd to bloom not, save where first it grew 
By the dread bones of Peter and of Paul, 
And o'er the Martyrs' blissful sepulchres. 



Digitized by 



Google 



60 THE PILGRIMAGE TO ROME. 

Let US ascend, where on the airy height 
With broadening sweep the pathway circles round 
The awful image of the Crucified ; 
And kneeling angels, with their outspread wings, 
Those snowy wings of alabaster pure, 
(Ethereal life enkindling the terrene 
Yet wondrous plumage,) gaard the Sacred Form 
With zealous homage, eager to exclude 
The unclean traffic of a step profane. 
Uplifibed high, the Holy Figure seems 
To stretch his loving arms the livelong day 
Unto a stubborn and rebellious land, 
Pleading His boundless mercy all in vain ; 
Seems still to gaze in pity on the West, 
As if within its deep purpureal shades 
Were shrouded all the magnitude of woe 
And sins unnumbered, since the Angel drave 
Our weeping mother from the golden East. 
And if an Image, wrought with touching art. 
Might, (for the sake of Him whose thought it shrines, 
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If not His very semblance,) be allowed 
To sanctify, it may be one brief hour^ 
A land with deadly sins incarnadined; — 
O I where could Pity plead a greater need^ 
And where could Mercy grant a mightier boon, 
And where could Faith more fitly impetrate 
A shower of pardon from the Atoning Bood, 
Than at Ayignon and for bleeding France I 
This sad Ayignon, stained with priestly sins, 
Such as provoked the burning Wrath Divine 
Agidnst the pontiff Eli's dastard sons ; 
And for the eldest daughter of the Church, 
Now reeling 'neath the iterated shocks 
Of- many revolutions, since the hour 
When her wide hearth became a baleful pyre, 
That all the nations with averted eyes 
Might keep the covenant of eternal Bight, 
Taught by the wholesome discipline of fear. 

On the wide portal of the minster pile 
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Hung tablets of strange import, doling free 
Indkilgefruse of the unassoilM sins, 
Which clog the spirit's course in worlds unseen. 
Ah 1 can it be, Bishop of elder Rome 
And ghostly Lord of nigh half Christendom, 
That thy swift mandate e^er can penetrate 
Beyond man's furthest ken, and through the gulf 
Which separates with its mysterious void 
Coerulean Eden's calm unwithering bowers 
And that dark laud of terror, which conceals 
Spiritual pains and sorrows undefined % 
For this did holy Church with tender care 
Commission thee, dread Lord, in ancient time 
To guard her canons and divine decrees 
And watch the term imposed on sinners' tears? 
Our holy Mother, touched with pitying love, 
Gave glad indulgence to the sinners woe; 
Nor thought to meddle rashly with the laws 
And pacts of heavenly justice imrevealed : 
Far from her thought to squander sacred things 
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In cursed barter for the sorcerer's gold ; 

She delved for gold in Wisdom's sacred mine, 

And radiant silver won from Charity. 

The sweet indwlgeMX of her fostering love 

Shone round the Christian pilgrim's earthly way ; 

The sinner knelt; while on his head the Priest 

Laid his absolving hand, and bade him go 

Rejoicing in the Gospel amnesty. 

'Whose sins ye bind on earth are bound in heaven, 

And whomsoever ye absolve on earth 

Is free in heaven '; —such the Divine decree. 

Cheered by the gracious word the sinner sought 

Reconciliation on his bended knee ; 

He bathed his snowy leprosy in tears ; 

With bitter tears bedewed, the hateftil crust 

Dissolved amain ; and as the open pores 

Drank in with eager thirst the sacred Blood, 

For our redemption shed upon the cross. 

The captive sinner in his swelling veins 

Felt the pure throb of renovated life. 
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Hence sprung keen zeal ; and from her kindled fount 

Did self-<;hastising Penance light her torch, 

To guide her onwards to life's latest hour, 

Attempered by Indulgence' soAer ray, 

And cherished aye by Eucharist and Prayer; 

And when the hour of his departure came, 

The sacred Ointment trickled kindly down 

To glorify the sacrament of Death. 

The awakening breeze plays on the rapid Rhone 
Rejoicingly, as though it were set free 
From the proud sun's imperious discipline ; 
We will walk forth along the river's marge. 
Beneath the drooping willows' pleasant shade ; 
And there will echo from the distant times 
The low sweet music of a saddened soul, 
Combined with sharp indignant notes that burst 
With generous passion from Petrarca's lyre. 
Here in his troubled dream the poet saw 
A mourning matron, stoled in sable weeds, 
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Sitting in desolate mood upon the shore, 

Like those who hung their silent harps beside 

The Babylonian waters^ touched with woe 

When they remembered Sion. Here renewed, 

The mournful picture of a captive Church 

Drew sighs of sorrow from the patriot-bard. 

He thought upon the youth of Christendom, 

When from the purple mountain-cradled lake 

Of &ir Tiberias and its. humble toils 

The Apostolic Fisherman arose 

For spiritual conquest, urging oa his course 

Westward as to a Land of Promise, where 

Gleamed the seven hills of Rome : and how he sped 

In his miraculous draught of living souls 

More wondrously upon the Tiber-side 

Than erst in Galilee, when he was young 

And thought not of the glorious mystery 

That should enwrap his being. And when Death 

As by an act of consecration sealed 

His sacred mission, how his mantle fell 
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On his succeasors ; and the holy line, 

Oft broken by the Martyr-making stroke, 

^oue as with links of burnished adamant. 

Marcellus, Fabian, and the reverend form 

Of aged Xystus, whose meek passion wrought 

Such marvel as to calm the fiery throes 

Of blessed Laurence ; such the names that graced 

Bome's sacred diptychs in the olden time : 

Cornelius too, and Julius, who sustained 

The cause of Athanasius unsubdued 

And strong against the world's anathema. 

O ! where was Leo, whose oracular voice 

Resounded to the assembled Church with more 

Than human vigour, as if Peter spoke 

From out his hidden throne in Paradise ! 

Where now the intrepid Saint, who by his words 

Of holy wisdom and majestic air 

Lulled the loud storm, when swooping from the North 

Dread Attila the wSird king encamped 

Beside La Garda's MAed lake. Where then 
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Was Gr^ory the Qreat, who stood between 
The ftJling Empire and the Middle Age, 
A stately column gathering glory from 
The straggling flashes of a twilight sky ? 
And where the patriot-Pontifls, who did guide 
The bark of Peter in the perilous time ; 
Who in that night of Liberty and Law 
Maintained the rights of freemen^ and shook off 
The puny insults of Byzantine chains, 
Thinking it scorn a Greek should vindicate 
The Eternal City to his feeble rule ? 
And where was he, who with no sordid aim/ 
But with full trust in Peter's royalty, 
Strove earnestly to set his throne sublime 
Above the pride of Emperors and Kings ; 
And for the conservation of the Faith, 
So sadly tossed upon the raging tides. 
Subdued his peers, the Princes of the Church, 
In vassal homage to his footstool bound) 
Who, when the ancient Christian commonwealth 
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Had lost the racy virtue of its prime; 
And Prelates, now oblivious of their charge, 
Adored the sceptre of an earthly king ; 
Arose with conscious majesty to quell 
The coward pastors, and thereby did win 
Eternal love and hatred "1 have loved 
The righteous cause, and hated evil ways ; 
Therefore I die in exile." Dying, thus 
Spake Gregory in bitterness of soul ; 
Then most a conqueror, when to mortal eye 
He seemed to perish. As he fell asleep, 
The loving zeal of his attendant found 
Impassioned utterance; ''In exile thou, 
Vicar of Christ and Peter, canst not die ! 
Thou hast received the nations for thy lot. 
And thy possession are the utmost isles !" 
The bones of Hildebrand do moulder yet 
On the Salemian shore ; but if his soul 
Should feel a yearning for its ancient home, 
It wakes responsive to the chaunt that floats 
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Along the gloomy courts of Lateran, 

Rome's old Cathedral, and 'the Mother' styled 

* Of churches in the City and the World.' 

He fought for Freedom and the holy Church ; 

Albeit the genius of the feudal time 

Constrained his spirit, till it pictured forth 

An ordered host of Hierarcfas, arrayed 

In robes of stately splendour, and its Head, 

Himself the ^epherd on the Seven Hills throned. 

Two hundred years had watched his lowly tomb ; 
When his successors wearied out with strife 
Forsook their flock upon the Tiber-side, 
And sought luxurious quiet in the fold 
Of feir Avignon by the Durance' flood : 
Woe to the Church in that insidious hour! 
In vain did Petrarch sigh for better things ! 
The heroic age is gone ; the splendour dimmed 
Of the gem-woven Mitre, since it grew 
A thing of feudal state to try the skill 
And mettle of a priestly tournament ; 
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When the albe veiled the plates of polished steel ; 
And rival Pontiffs, propped by rival kings, 
Drove on the nations to unholy strife. 
And by their emulation taught the world 
To mock the rending of the seamless robe. 

Behold yon stalwart fortress ! how it rears 
Its bluff bold lines athwart the eastern sky. 
Binding the latest sunbeams round its brow 
As wreaths of glory vanishing for ever! 
Pillowing its head on a deep thunder-cloud, 
All grand and mournful in its depth of gloom. 
Is this indeed a peaceful cloister, meet 
For tranquil visions and for thoughts serene. 
Where holy men might live in simple guise. 
Embowered as in a church-like citadel) 
Is this a Zion, where the Levites' feet 
Might duly compass the thrice-hallowed court 
With soothing chaunts and service oft renewed? 

A crimson Herod, girt with high estates 
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Of Galilee and Jewry, doth portray 

Peter's successors in those stately towers. 

Here gods of old Olympus wake again 

Their antiquated orgies ; and the bowl 

Nightly replenished brings again on earth 

Mysterious Dionysus, shorn of all 

The sunshine of his loveliness and youth. 

Hephaestus here doth forge his subtle chains 

To enslave the conscience and the quailing heart; 

And golden bulls forth issue, breathing fire 

Like the Sicilian tyrant's, to devour 

With hatred most unnatural and foul 

The noblest hearts of Christian Chivalry ! 

Here Plutus crowned with Phrygian mitre broods 

Over the broad gold bezants, grimly pleased 

With such oblations at his altar poured. 

Here is no home for Christians, but a dream 

Rises before us from old Pagan times; 

A festal mom at Delphi, and the dance 

Prolonged beneath the censure of the stars ; 
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The viol and the harp wake merriment 
For the luxurious ones that live at ease ; 
While dainty Aphrodite comes again 
From Paphos or Idalia myrtle-wreathed. 
And smiles the soul of holiness away. 

. Farewell 1 thou ancient City ! I have learnt 
Meek wisdom from thy Mediaeval towers, 
A ledson which I would not soon forget ; 
For thou dost teach, how bootless are the essays, 
Which for the Pilgrim-Church would fain secure 
On earth a fortress and abiding home, 
Fenced with the pomps of feudal seigniories, 
And throned above a multitude of kings. 

As when perchance in summer's golden hour 
We muse contented in- the pleasant gloom 
Of some manorial hall or learned cell. 
Tinged with the verdurous light of lustrous leaves 
Which gaily mock the sedentary task; 
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Step but aside into the breezy grove 
Or blooming garden-plot, and we inhale 
The youthful spirit of the joyous time, 
Fresh breathing from the renovated flowers ; 
And Nature whispers to the raptured soul 
A strain of music from the eternal spheres : 
Thus felt we also, when we left behind 
Avignon and its grand historic towers ; 
And passed beside Eognonas' sunny hills, 
Which Nature in a flt of holiday 
Pranks with a glowing arabesque of hues. 

Onward lies Arelate, weltering 
In the dry crisped sunshine evermore, 
Faint as a pilgrim with long toil outworn ; 
Nor recks the faded glory of the Past, 
When^ Gothic victors wore a crown at Aries ; 
Nor doth she fable venerated names 
To grace her vanished trophies, erst bequeathed 
By the large-handed charity of kings ; 
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And, as beseemed Eome's handmaid in the Glaul, 
Boast the Begalia of St. Trophimus. 

The memories of Rome do linger on 
As in a favoured suburb, still impressed 
On monumental grandeurs of the Past, 
Temple and arch and amphitheatre. 
Worthy to rival their imperial home ; 
Or aqueduct of Titan strength that drained 
The waters of the mountain solitudes ; 
But as we gaze upon the bravery 
Of that immense horizon, sinks the heart 
In sympathy with sorrows too profound, 
A sentiment of bright hopes unfulfilled, 
And glories buried in a sea of blood, 
But not to rise again. The ancient days 
May draw a Mife in death;* the Capitouls 
Of grim Tolosa, Alby's Consuls still 
Faintly reflect the genuine lineaments 
Of their great mother ; the gay c|i,racoles 
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Of Moorish chivalry and lighter dance 
Of Eedr maids charm those cities of the South ; 
And Nature may unlock her wealthy stores 
To gift her keener students ; but in vain, 
Ill-£Eited regions^ is the orb of wealthy 
The Paradisal gates thrown wide for you; 
If from the east the Apostle^ s vengeance bums 
To right the injury of the insulted Faith, 
Though through the ages he shall brand his name 
With titles of a 'blood-stained holiness;' 
If from the north the gloomy Ahriman 
Waits to blot out the merry time, and merge 
Your sunny Canaan in his chill Dead Sea. 
Yes ! we would weep for you, if human sorrow 
Lose not its sacred claim; though dark beliefis, 
Encouraged by your foemen's savage zeal, 
Check the full fount of pity : hard must be 
The heart that throbs not, when the tale is told 
Of Beziers' gallant lord, in blooming youth 
Scorning a base deliverance, in death 
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As erst in life unto his lieges bound 

With a sublime devotion; or the woes 

Of the more hapless Raymond, doomed to prove 

The traitor of the people whom he loved : 

What time the fell crusading host poured down 

To glut its wolfish fiiry, like snow storms 

That waste the budding beauty of the May. 

Now as we journey south, a joyous breeze 
Bears gladdening whispers of the Midland Sea ; 
And where the brows of this Provengal land, 
Saluted by the sun's empyreal touch, 
Bum with a crimson flush of porphyry. 
Diaphanous fingers of the purple deep 
Stretch inward with a kindly benison, 
As if to mitigate with cooling calm 
Those veins too keenly tortured. Now the noon 
Is over; and before our raptured eyes 
Swells the bright azure of the Midland Sea, 
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As blue as Beauty ever could devise 
With freshest morning tint in orient halls, 
Where Zephyr dances round the morning star. 
I hail thee, glorious Sea ! whose ample arms 
Do with a majesty of waves enfold 
All the best jewels of the ancient earth, 
Whate'er was wise or noble or divine, 
Locked in thy breast as in a treasure-house. 
Thy floods have swept the graves of godlike men 
And all whom Paynim hearts did once adore 
With a too ardent worship; by thy marge 
Hath Genius stood entranced, and there are set 
The bowers of Beauty and the hills of Strength. 
Here on the right far in the rosy West 
Eecede the Iberian valleys, erst the home 
Of a majestic life, which overflowed 
Working its own confusion. Onward still, 
As in the fairy gardens which amused 
Our boyhood's roving fancy, gleams again 
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Granada's vanislied gloiy. On the left 

Behold the sylvan glens of Apennine^ 

The nest which nursed the Boman eagle's youth, 

Ere yet his pinions could o'erspread the world. 

And further in the clear ^gean isles 

The sunny temples laugh unto the sky; 

But sweeter far than these the holy dawn, 

Which glimmers eastward o'er the Saviour's tomb. 

Here at Massilia meet the East and West, 
As on an open field of tournament, 
Where Commerce sits the lady of the lists ; 
And strange bright garbs of varied form and hue 
Wave in the avenues of the thronged port ; 
And painted pinnaces with crimson sails, 
Like thin^ of life rejoicing in the sun. 
But half disturb the slumbers of the sea ; 
And sterner memories of the earnest North 
Dissolve before our eyes: all do conspire 
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To urge ub eastward on to Italy, 
Or to the Grecian isles, or Palestine, 
Or Indian highway of the ancient Nile : 
We will obey thQ summons, and salute 
The pleasant shores of golden Italy. 



END OF BOOK THE FIRST. 
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O SUNNY Sea ! within thy ample zone 
A Presence dwelleth ever, which doth bind 
The human heart in sjrmpathy with thee ! 
Its secret whisper, stealing o'er the soul. 
Seems to bid peace to them that are outworn, 
Life's myriad voyagers. Drawn by its spell, 
They fondly hope, that as the roaring flood. 
Which once earth's giant-agonies entombed. 
Yet gently bore the sacred ark between 
The Armenian mountain's olive-girdled steeps, 
Thy peaceful swell, bright Sea, may softly bear 
Their willing barks from this unholy earth. 



G 2 



Digitized by 



Google 



V:i THE PILGRIMAGE TO ROME. 

And land them on a brighter Ararat ! 

Thus sang the Hebrew, when his burthened heart 

Wearied with combat ; ' O that I had wings, 

Like some fair dove that with her silver oars 

Dips in the glassy deep her golden plumes, 

Then would T flee away and be at rest 

In the calm covert of the utmost sea.' 

With such a thought possessed, Sertorius sighed, 
When Eome's contending armies shook the earth 
With fell corfvulsion, and the seven hills' throes 
Teemed with the wide world's growing destinies. 
Beyond the orange groves of Baetica, 
Below Gadeira the blue ocean smiled ; 
The stern sad Koman felt the lure and sighed. 
O ! could he steer his unimpeded course 
To some fresh island in the unsullied deep, 
Which never knew the curse of civil strife 
And crushing sorrows of the older world ; 
Content to meet the future, he would roam 
And company with heroes, who renew 
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Serener visions of the golden age, 

Locked in the bosom of that unknown sea. 

On such a fairy deep long ages past, 
Ere Britain Sfaw the Imperial banners float 
On her white cliffs, by the attraction lured 
Of the dim seas, (so the strange legend ran) ; 
Bent on adventurous quest did Gavran seek 
Those fair green isles, that in the Ocean stream 
Tranquilly slumbered. In the Middle Age, 
It may be in some cloister's pleasant shade. 
Listening to murmurs of the distant sea 
And lulled in dreamy mood of afternoon. 
The musing monks together would discourse 
How they that ply in ships their errand free 
In larger wise the works of God behold, 
Where all His marvels gather on the deep ; 
And how St. Brendan, from the Albanian shore 
Sailing within the setting of the sun, 
Beheld a wondrous island, all bedight 
With palaces, which gleamed above the waves 
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With golden minarets and silver spires, 
Pure as the snow-drift of the foaming spray ; 
And blooming forests bending o'er the sea 
Breathed fragrant balm on the glad mariners. 

Such thoughts came to me, soothing, beautiful, 
All freshly dropping as in happy dreams ; 
With something of Lethsean slumber stealing 
Adown the myrtle- leaves of idle Ease ! 
Such thoughts flew o'er me, like the happy spray 
Dashed backwards from the sea of Memory ! 
I could not choose but listen and rejoice. 
This is the Mediterranean ! here I float 
On summer billows, which have borne the keels 
Of the world's earliest pilgrims in old time. 
Seeking their silver Tarshish, where it lay 
Hid in the radiance of a heavenly dream. 
Here haunt the memories of the glorious train 
Of their successors, Zidon's hardy sons. 
And the all-Avelding energies of Greece, 



Digitized by 



Google 



IL BOHEO. 87 

And stately progress of imperial Rome, 

The racy valour of the untutored Goth, 

The lightning speed of fiery Saracen ; 

And then the later illustrations poured 

From the proud ports of feudal Italy, 

The Pisan galleys, €^noa the Superb, 

And the o'er-topping Venice, left supreme 

To match her splendour with the Soldan's pride. 

We meet not Nature only ; but the breeze. 

Borne with slow steps upon the Midland Sea, 

Is charged with monitory spells, and sings 

A lowly dirge o'er human destinies. 

Here, if we heed the warning, we may learn 

The clue which binds us to the solemn Fast ; 

May con the moral of this* fleeting world, 

And learn the wisdom bought with nations' tears. 

The drama which is acting evermore ; 

How Man's fierce passions may be slowly bent, 

Albeit with stormy struggles quivering. 

Into submission to the Will Divine ; 
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Like a grand dhoms of harmonious sounds, 

Besponsiye to a low sweet under-tone. 

Tet art thou not so dreary, thon sweet sea, 

Though shadows do encompass thee, and tombs 

Of Mien empires gorgeous in decay; 

As if the imperial purple would enfold 

In their recumbent lowliness the forms. 

Whereon it glowed in living majesty. 

Nor yet alone have heroes ploughed thy waves. 

Urged on to do the deeds of high emprize ; 

But holier memories, which the world ne'er blazons. 

Rest on thy tranquil bosom. Other seas 

Are lit up with the fame of deeds well done; 

But thou alone hast borne the precious freight 

Of Gkxi's Apostles ; when from Palestine 

Star-like the^ came across the foaming brine 

To claim possession of imperial Rome, 

And win anew their Master's heritage. 

Those silly heathen souls for whom He died. 
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I pondered thus in the still summef night 
Above the blue depths of the joyous sea, 
Rejoiced to feed my spirit silently 
From the deep-welling fountains of the Past ; 
But chiefly pleased with recollections drawn 
From spots, where holy men have dwelt and left 
A fragrance of their sanctity behind. 

And when the morrow's sun began to pour 
His golden shower upon the neighbour hills, 
Where a bold headland dips within the waves 
His rosy crags all kindling into flame, 
We passed by Lerins' barren rocks and bare, 
Not winning general homage ; yet to me 
It seemed so rich in holy memories, 
The lone lona of barbarian Gaul 
And nursery of saints ; where Vincent taught 
Dictates of godly prudence, taught to stand 
Fast in the ancient paths in perilous times : 
A hermit-soldier by an unknown sea. 
Bearing the lamp of Catholic Faith to guide 
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The erring mariner in the road-stead dipi. • 

The olive waves o'er Nizza's crescent bay, 
Gray as the bosom of the hoary main, 
When wintery clouds sail in the drooping sky ; 
A saddened vail, thrown o'er the many woes 
Of Italy, the fairest of all lands. 
Yet linked with glory ever tragical. 
A shade of sorrow moves in brightest rooms, 
Where Nature would her sunniest pleasance own ! 
The steps of Beauty gleam in Ida's woods. 
Yet doth Achilles mourn in Tenedos ; 
The Euganean hills, in freshest green attired, 
Seem like Italians tresses to imbibe 
The mellow baths of a serener air 
And summer juices drawn from Paradise ; 
Yet doth the thought of Ezzelino breed 
Sober displeasure, where one else might feel 
We trode upon the lawns of feiryland. 
We will not nurse vain sorrow, neither yield 
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Our souls a prey to chill despondency ; 

This ancient earthy so fair in its decay, 

Shall yet be purged from the deep blight of sin ; 

And rising from the crucible of fire 

Shine pure as silver paten duly laid 

On the Lord's board at Easter-festival. 

AH that is now so precious still preserved, 

Yet changed to match the immortal spirit's love ; 

All stains of shame wiped out, and that we deem 

Eight glorious yet transfigured to express 

Ethereal purity; the amber air 

Of shadowy sunset glowing evermore 

Beyond our thought ; the hero's noblest aim 

Permitted now to mingle with the swords 

Of heavenly Cherubim ; ambrosial flowers 

Adorn a thousand altars of our God ; 

The luscious fruits that Earth shall then produce 

Shall bear eternal savour, life of Life ; 

I 
And God be everywhere, and all divine, 
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Entrancing vision of the Future ! dawn 
Yet more and more upon our longing eyes ! 
I still would wait thy coniing from afar, 
Content to watch the flushing of the sky : 
I still would speak in parables, for so 
Might shadow forth upon the dreaming soul 
Things, which fall not within the reach of sense, 
But by pure intellect discerned loom out 
Within the Future of the world unseen. 
We stand upon the hoary Ocean's brink. 
And list appalled unto the murmurous sound 
That nightly smites asunder the mid air : 
And, as in concert with the ghostly thrill, 
Break forth the waves in fierce tumultuous joy. 
Unfettered in their course, as though it were 
To last for ever, with triumphal sweep 
And pomp of waters glorious and free. 
The moon looks down all radiant from the sky, 
And forthwith spring ten thousand glittering spears 
From the deep serried host of waters wild : 
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And stars are seen upon the cresting waves, 
Struggling their wayward violence to subdue; 
Now bathed in snowy foam^ and then amain 
Kindling their obscured countenance so clear. 
And fairer yet than these shines sweetly forth 
Out of a bluer chamber in the sky 
Thy pure ethereal torch, star of the sea, 
So grateful to the toiling mariners 
And those who, as the chilling night descends^ 
Wing their sad thoughts to homes now far away. 

Star of the sea ! Madonna, I have marked 
Thy temple gleaming on the lonely steep. 
Fondly consigned to thy protecting care ; 
And felt the genial influence that binds 
Nature's sweet scenes with hallowed names like thine : 
Thine, or Lorenzo's, where the southern pine 
Pours forth its delicate plainings to the winds ; 
Or where St. Maurice, Patron of Savoy, 
Watches his haven, on the curving shore 
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Conspicuously blazing, all bedropped 
Orange and rose, a gorgeous butterfly. 
Is it not here the hardy seamen feel 
Religion's present power, in sudden storm 
And angry plunging seas by anxious hearts 
Ardently owned, with superstitious vows 
And orisons, though erring, yet sincere? 

The fairest road in Europe led us on 
Through scenes of varied beauty; now it marched, 
A glorious terrace over broadening seas ; 
Or as in sportive dread anon retreated 
From sounding billows to the sunny hills, 
Rustling with glossy foliage, and astir 
With hum of joyous insects ; then it mourned 
The havock of malignant mountain stream, 
Swollen by the winter's fury; thence escaped. 
It crept for covert under the tall cliffs, 
aloes riot, in their strength 
i mailed cuirassiers • 
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Then dived into delicious woods, where dwelt 
In Jbhe dim days of unexplored romance 
The fugitive Alassia, drawn by love 
From regal halls with her true knight to bide 
In this forgotten region. Soon emerging 
Through Noli's wondrous grotto, we espied 
The hermit of the sea, Bergeggi's isle ; 
And paused, Savona, at thy bounteous feet, 
Well-pleased to rest beside thy pleasant walls, 
Where echoes linger of Chiabrera's song. 

The gentle Qabriello sang of wine, 
The sunshine drained of topazes or rubies, 
And from the generous liquors would pass on 
To laud his country's heroes. I would weave 
(But that it £ar exceeds my slender power) 
A wreath to lay in homage at his tomb, 
Constrained by sympathy with that which moves 
His country at this hour ; and thus I sang : 
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" The sunny breath of Zephyr murmurs ever 
To the faint sigh of the Ligurian sea; 
And from the prelude of the things that be 

The coward heart will scarce its thought dissever. 

Yet from the fair board of this purple sea 
Rose Doria his country's fame to keep ; 
And he, the mightiest sailor on the deep, 

Revealer of the dim seas' mystery, 

The Zaphnath-paaneah of the times, 

Unlocked the portals of the burning West ; 
Freely as though his spirit had possessed 

The secret of the ocean-girdled climes. 

Where are ye flown, great Spirits? do ye hover 

Still by the homes of your loved Italy ? 
/ Watch ye her progress till the shadows flee, 
Patiently waiting till the storm be over? 
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The heroes dwelt here in the olden time, 

And hearts of oak did fair Savona breed, 
True stuflf to trust to in the hour of need ; 

Where are they hid, those jewels of the prime ? 

The time hath been for sighs and idle tears; 
Too long the sons of Italy did mourn 
The German despot's hoof, the bitter scorn ; 

The time is come for action, not for fears ! 

Their strength was melted down by wasting fires : 
But now from Heaven the fairer fates arrive, 
And bid the re-united nation strive 

To win back the male virtues of its sires 3 

The ancient Roman love of Law severe. 
The frugal life and chastity Sabine, 
The noble wisdom of the Florentine, 

The endurance of the Alpine mountaineer. 
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Then let the tempest roll, its flashes lighten 

Headland and towering steeps of Apennine ; 
Till purged by farj of its wrath divine 

The steady torch of Freedom seem to brighten 1" 



An amphitheatre of verdant hills 
Sloping with warm embrasure circles in 
From the rude north the queenly Genoa : 
The sea is idly lapping at her feet ; 
Above in air her terraces arise, 
And towering palaces, whose marble sheen, 
Glowing with pictured wealth, will yet survive 
Amid the desolation wrought by Time ; 
None fairer than the home of Doria, 
The patriot chieftain, whose heroic name 
Yet serves to embalm the city's lost renown. 
We still may roam through his deserted halls, 
And in the gardens sinking to the sea 
Behold his statue, pure as Parian stone 
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Can chisel out the seagod's lineaments, 
Borrowed from Grecian fancy; while around 
The untended myrtle trails her sweetest wreath, 
Linked with the blooming orange bathing free 
In the bright rainbow of the fountain's spray. 

Next morn we came to Pisa, on the plain. 
Where yellow Amo steals with silent foot 
By Torre Guelfa down the sweeping curve 
Of old palatial shadows : there is light 
And beauty shed upon it, not its own, 
But borrowed from the * mighty orbs of song,' 
Which woke in Tuscany the grander strains, 
Full worthy of Italia's ancient lyre. 
Their echoes died not midst the hollow glens 
Of the o'er-arching Apennines, but sped 
Far on to Albion westering ; for thence 
Did gentle Surrey light the lamp of love 
To win the gracious smile of Geraldine ; 
Thence tuned his ear the descant to record, 

H 2 
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Brooding o*er fancied grief of restless love ; 
And all unconscious of the gathering cloud 
Of fate, that doomed him to the early grave, 
Caused the rough current of his mother speech 
To run more smooth; taught by the stately march 
And dulcet measures of Italian song. 

There is a plot of holy ground, transferred 
From the deep glens of ancient Palestine, 
By pilgrim hands to that fair town conveyed. 
I know not how, but haply they had read 
How the brave Syrian in the Jordan bathed ; 
And in its healing stream, as Mercy flowed 
Adown its billows, won health's genial glow 
And the bright flesh of budding infancy; 
And while his soul did bathe in purest joy, 
Up sprung within his heart the loyal vow. 
That never from that hour would he bestow 
His willing homage save on Him who healed, 
Who seemed to dwell alone in Israel. 
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And, (for he would not utterly be reft 

Of that life-giving Presence,) he besought 

A goodly measure of that noble soil. 

So he might build an altar in his home ; 

A link mysterious, which should bind his soul 

With the loved Jordan and its healing power. 

Some kindred thought the pilgrims' hearts possessed ; 

Who, when they quitted holy Palestine, 

The happy land, which God had once environed 

With blessed feet, and thereby won regard, 

A more than patriot's love, mingling with dreams 

Of heavenly Salem with its towers of gold 

And gates of pearl immaculate and pure : — 

Who, as they bade farewell to Palestine, 

Could not resolve to part, but they would bear 

Far o'er the seas a load of sacred earth. 

Wherein their own might mingle in repose, 

Waiting the consummation of the just. 

Those spacious cloisters, where the summer breeze 
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Doth fold its wing among the fragrant briars, 
Do silently proclaim in pictured pomp 
The Gospel lessons so oft told, that few 
Can bear to sift the individual truth 
And purport of their voice : so strange it seems, 
That where in Nature all is bright and fair. 
And Youth is proud and conscious of its charm, 
And Wealth and Honour spread the purple floor 
Wliere Man may reign as king, nor sorrow know ; 
Angels have not forejotten, how their Lord 
First trode the way of dolours, ere He rose 
To joy which never minisheth. 

And so 
Thought Kanieri ; from the joyous youth 
Who spent the sunny hours in love and song. 
Transfigured slowly into riper hues 
Of patient and heroic fortitude, 
Such as beseems the fellowship of Saints. 
O ! must he snap in twain the dulcet chords. 
Which wake the spirit's melody unseen, 



Digitized by 



Google 



IL BOMEO. 103 

Or quit the grace which lingers in the dance, 
To ensue a sombre mission? Thou, dread Power 
Of sacred Conscience, guide the wistful glance 
Unto a right decision ! Yet once more 
He listens to the soft seductive strain, 
And longs to join the festal throng ; but soon 
Shall stem Beligion bind him, and the joy 
Forsworn on earth shall bloom again in heaven. 

We landed on the Latian shore, well pleased 
With the pale verdure of the sloping hills, 
Distinct with cloud-like belts of snowy sheep 
Browsing on scented herbage, and an arch 
Raised by the ancient Bomans overhung 
With Nature's graceful gift of pendant flowers; 
And shepherds, not of old Arcadian type, 
Sons of the dance and song and rosy hours. 
But with dark brows betokening some ill, 
Ply sullenly their trade atween the rocks 
And in the sunken glens; while yet again 
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We hear the low sea -wind in murmurs &int 
Complaining to the desolated shore. 
Onward we pass along the lonely hills 
In deepening expectation mixed with awe; 
As when we slowly tread with cautious step 
Some solemn dbister, fearing to lose 
The ecstatic moment which will soon reveal 
The minster-front's fall glory : so we felt, 
Till on the eastern verge dream-like arose 
With the orhed splendour of the summer moon 
St. Peter's dome, Rome's sacred diadem ! 

Green are the hollow dells, that from the heights 
With interchange of lonely scenes subside 
Into the vast Campagna's sweltering plains : 
Green are the hollow dells and circling hills 
And desolate their aspect; ere we tread 
Home's august precincts, let us pause awhile 
And mark the birth-place of the Latin Church ; 
For here an ancient apologue assigned 
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The rude conditions of her infancy. 

Among the pathless wilds in mountain cot, 
Tending the bleating flocks in pastoral guise ; 
Or cowering neath the time-worn crags, whose vault 
Might haply seem an hospice insecure, 
She bided days of weary penury. 
Seeking a scanty sustenance of firuit, 
The wind's purloinings from the oaken holms. 
Or crimson berries nestling in the brakes, 
With rural curds, sole bounty of her board. 
Long, long and weary was her watch ; no strain 
Of joy or gurgling sound of dim delight 
Smote on her ear, or bade the pulse beat quick ; 
Yet shone Italians sun on that forlorn 
And weary outcast in the mountain folds. 
As if with pitying beams and tender love 
To gild a home so desolate and drear. 
Thus fared the dweller in the Umbrian hills; 
Till in the fulness of the £Ated time 
Heaven's glorious mercy wrought in her a change 
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More wondrous far than metamorphose keen 
Of Nature's plastic forms, which erst appeared 
Shiftings of gods unto her noonday dreams. 
Bathed in the laver of celestial dew 
That on the orient mountain lay so pure. 
In virgin white arrayed, and binding up 
With lily wreath her hair's luxuriant flow, 
Behold her now emerging from the gloom 
Of Umbrian groves or purpling Apennine ; 
And in her looks what maiden modesty 
And gush of beaming health translucent shines ! 
What eloquence speaks in her raptured eye. 
When as she comes to hail the Morning Light 
That speeds triumphing from the mystic east ! 
A pure and holy joy fulfills her soul, 
So that it cannot choose but overflow 
With Alleluias loud and jubilant. 
A candidate for Life that never ends. 
She wears the spotless robe of purity ; 
For her the sound of sadness dies away 
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That haunted grove or mountain ; Nature's voice 

Lamenting deep her severance from heaven, 

And aye beseeching to behold again 

The pristine beauty of the sons of God. 

No more beside Aricia's summery fount, 

Or by the pure cascades of Tivoli, 

Doth nymph or sandalled goddess move, unseen 

Save by some dreamer's long-expectant eye ; 

Who, seeking to escape the heart's unrest. 

Keeps vigil in the summer moonlight still. 

There are who, when their pilgrim feet had touched 
For the first time the pavement star-y-strown 
With glories of the true old Eoman time, 
Forgot to rest, in that their souls did burn 
Impatient to peruse the very spots. 
Where hero-spirits haunt the charmed air. 
Here, watching the twelve vultures' mystic flight. 
Stood Komulus on the Lavinian wolds ; 
Ere yet the Eternal City's mighty sounds 
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Disturbed the quiet of the Palatine. 
Here TuUy spoke, and with his silver voice 
Sw.ayed the obedient Forum; and 'twas here 
Throned among gods the peerless Caesar fell, 
Quenched like the sun in purple baths of death. 

Others have felt the scroll of classic times 
Shrivel to worthless atoms in compare 
Of that mysterious horror, which invests 
The dim dread form of Christian Babylon. 

Behold, the Pontiff from his palace gate 
Comes forth in solemn pomp, and upward borne 
Above the throng the marble colonnades 
Flash back the splendour of the moving star. 
The Tyrian purple robes his reverend form; 
And sparkles on his head the triple crown 
Of orient gems, as though a god had bound 
Gkurlands of light around the Olympian snows. 
Onward they gain the gorgeous balustrade. 
Which guards the sanctity of Peter's shrine ; 
And neath the dome, in whose aerial highth 
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The hand of man hath wrought a miracle, 

And prisoned in the viewless waves of air 

In a deep bay of summer solitude, 

Where they aye welter in a blessed calm ; 

Before the Altar and its Cross of gold, 

Which glitters starlike in the evening air, 

The Pontiff stands awhile to celebrate 

The mystic Sacrifice; and in the strength 

Of that celestial Food comes forth to bless 

The kneeling multitude ; and, in the type 

Of the Good Shepherd in the pastures fair 

And Catholic Pontiff throned in highest heaven, 

He waves his crosier o'er the drooping crowd, 

Fourfold in token of the Love Divine, 

Which on the cross lay fourfold to express 

Free flowing grace to universal earth, 

From the stem north to the sweet-breathing south, 

From pearly east to purple Occident. 

Runs through that crowd the thrill of loving awe. 
Or moved by superstition do they fall 
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Prostrate beneath some dreary wizard spell, 

Pronounced by one that seems to personate 

The fer gone ages, from mysterious trance 

Awaking still to claim their heritage] 

Here, answering to the deeply cherished prayer 

Of pilgrim votaries, Christ seems to dwell 

Even in His Vicar, leaving no chill void 

To disappoint their fancy, which doth blend 

Ethereal notions with the hues of sense. 

There, -scowling Hatred stands, and lowers the brow 

Saddened with thought of coming Antichrist; 

The dread perchance, conviction inly urged. 

That underneath the fi&irest fruitage grows 

Spiritual poison, subtly interfused 

By the Arch-enemy of human souls 

To drug the chalice of God's living well. 

Rather be ours, to stay all rash resolves 
And narrow judgments, where the way of Truth 
Leads through a vast and mazy wilderness : 
Mid tangled brakes the choicest trees of God 
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Are set on Lebanon, with undying green 
Gladdening the eyes ; beneath the joy of earth, 
Fair Sion, broods Gehenna's grisly shade : 
We cannot win the joy without the pain ; 
Far better to embrace whate'er of good 
May meet us, nor be curious to define 
The hard conditions of its earthly home. 



A rosary of lamps both night and day 

Is burning in the glorious house of prayer ; 

O ! Christian, bend in reverence and pray. 

For Peter's dust and Paul's is slumbering there! 

Not mid the sylvan solitudes that lave 
Their blossoms in the Galilasan deep, 

Nor by the snow-fed Cydnus' cooling wave, 
Those heroes of the Gospel fell on sleep. 
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But here they rest, where combating with death 
Their happy souls the victors' garland won; 

Where with a blessing sped their sacred breath . 
Here in the arms of Eoman Babylon. 

Two olive branches blended here so fair; 

The one, the Orient garden's wealthy child, 
Fed by the dews of heaven and mellowed air ; 

The other was the oleander wild.' 

The stranger was by Mercy grafted in 
To aid, but not to quench the sap divine, 

Which in the elder olive did begin 

The life which evermore knows no decline. 

O ! great Apostles, Keeper of Heaven's keys, 
And Teacher of the Gentiles ! where are flown 

The hopes of early days, the promised fees 
Of the rich fields by you together sown? 
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Two radiant flocks the Master bade you feed, 
And here je fed them in the golden Rome; 

How are they scattered in an hour of need, 
Those fair sheep folded in your chosen home ! 



I paused with reverence beneath a tomb, 
By royal pity raised to royal woe, 
Where Henry Stuart sleeps ; on whose gray hairs, 
Had not his fathers' folly once forsworn. 
The glorious heritage, might still have shone 
England's imperial diadem ; condemned 
To linger on in life and death apart 
From all the recollections of his race 
In England and their cherished Highland home. 
Did ever sight of Cheviot's purple hills 
Rise on hia 'inward eye' in solitude? 
Or tear-drops £eJ1 at sad Culloden's name? 
Or shuddering traced he thence his brother's flight, 
Hunted for life among the Qaelic wilds. 
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The hapless hero of a thousand vows, 
Whose body-guard lay in the warmest love 
Of loyal Highland hearts; whose destiny 
Gave for a crown the alternative of thirst 
And hunger and fatigue and lonely nights 
In the drear company of dews and stars, 
The while his German rival slept secure 

^ In England's regal chambers well at ease ? 
Or did the severing influence of Borne 
Check kindred sorrow with the Martyr King, 
Whose memory to England's Church hath proved 
Long after death a heart-idolatry ? 
Or did his pensive yearnings backward stray 
To Stirling and Lochleven, to the scenes 
Where Mary sinned and suffered, Beauty's Queen, 
The matchless pearl of all that ancient race. 
In whose heroic death the Priest might feel 
The link of kindred sympathy his own ? 
It boots not that he died in Tusculum, 
^ainly titled King; for he had lived 
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To see that sterner tempests overtake 
The lofty palaces of pride ; and now 
A youthful Alexander swept the earth, 
Trampling the old traditions into dust : 
While they who welcomed erst his exiled sires 
Themselves had drained the deeper cup of woe. 
Yet was there consolation in the thought. 
That he, who filled his own ancestral throne, 
Revived in homelier guise the noble truths 
Of chivalrous kingship, such as he believed 
Had graced the royal Stuarts ; and in him 
The sun of that ill-fated race might set 
With a sweet pensive radiance, when he breathed 
His prayers for George and England, blotting out 
The long sad story of his fathers' wrongs 
In the fair peace which leads to Paradise. 

One dusky eve I clomb the Capitol, 
And looking down for the first time beheld 
The Roman Forum ; huge ideal world ! 
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Which slowly struggled into looming shapes^ 
Half lost in wonder of the troubled eyes. 
Beneath lay Saturn's temple, that appeals 
With its three upright columns to old Time 
To spare his own enclosure, while he spurns 
The Pagan glories of usurping Jove. 
Then onward in a spacious tracts which heaves 
In wild confusion, like a lava stream 
Congealed in monstrous births of rqbble hills 
Or yawning depths profound, Minerva claimed 
Her votaries' passing homage ; where the gulf 
Closed over Home's heroic son, and where 
The sullied maiden by her father's hand 
Eegained in other worlds her lily^bloom. 
There on the left the Via Sacra skirts 
The ruined wreck of ages. Can there be 
A place on earth so desolate and lone ? 
The urgent tramp of steeds, the ponderous cars 
On gilded axles thundering, the huge pomp 
Of proud Patricians, the wild whelming diii 
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Which round the glorious Caesar's chariot stormed ; 
The keen swart Mauritanian, the lithe Greek, 
The stalwart Teutom clad in sabled vest, 
Bearing his gift from Eugen's amber isle ; 
The supple Syrian, the soothsaying Jew — 
That brimming tide of life hath overflown, 
And left no traces of its power behind 
To ¥ritness to its presence. Come away, 
Ere the last sunbeams quit the swelling rise. 
Crowned by the Arch of Titus ; the gray stone 
Will half reveal its pictured mystery. 
Where the sad pageant of Judaea's woe 
Still slowly kindles in the purple ray. 
And bears the sevenfold Candlestick aloft 
To win a momentary splendour; now 
The victor and the vanquished side by side 
Have interchanged their dolorous parts, and rest 
In the calm silence of the oblivious tomb. 

That rugged portal passed, we now discern 
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The ruins of a mightier argosy, 

Fraught with the wealth of Time ; it seems- to float 

And bathe in sweetest moonlight of its own, 

Half-borrowed only from the crescent orb. 

There needeth no interpreter to solve 

That wonder of the earth ; for sacred Night 

Enfoldeth in her mother-arms the shades 

Of all the faded majesties of Bome 

And in the Coliseum shrines them. 

Impervious gloom broods in the corridors, 

Which circle round that huge imprisoned isle ; 

Within, the marble terraces climb up. 

As though they would escape in heaven's blue vault ; 

While tremulous stars bend down their timid eyes, 

Half fearing to explore that shrouded gulf 

Mysterious. We may pace the silent floor 

Of that grass-grown arena, nor yet fear 

The fell intrusion of some Libyan beast, 

Famished to whet the keen edge of his ire; 

We do but mar the owl's soliloquy, 
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Or interrupt the bat's ignoble flight. 

But yet the spirit's eye shall still discern 

The shades of superhuman beings throng 

In the lone midnight, acting evermore 

The dim rehearsal of that blood-stained pomp, 

Which raised them by its magnitude of ill 

To share in Satan's burning diadem. 

There was the Caesars' palace, here their throne! 

Here in their proud pre-eminence they sate, 

Each on his curule ehair of gold and gems, 

Weighing the fate of nations ! in their hands 

Was lodged a mighty power for weal or woe. 

Which in them bred such inwrought consciousness, 

That they were aye in good or ill supreme : 

If haply good their choice, the blessed sun 

Hailed not a larger welcome ; and if ill, 

The dark eruptions of those fiery souls 

Would serve to set the universe aflame. 

The depth of evil in a Nero's eye 

Appals my spirit still j stark horror waits 
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On Caracalla's felon brows, who slew 

His ill-starred brother in their mother^s arms. 

Christ aid us ! but it needed all the power 

Of many a Martyr's blissful sufferings 

To do away that foul polluting stain. 

Yet here they sate, alike the good and ill, 
To watch the life that ebbed upon the sands; 
As though the wail of slaughtered men arose 
As music to their souls f Nor ceased the game, 
Time-honoured as they pleaded it, when Rome 
Had learnt to spurn the Olympians : such the might 
Of evil custom to drive deeper roots 
Than ilex on Soracte's shady side. 

And so it came to pass, when calm decay 
With deep corroding stream had undermined 
The guilty city's proudest monuments ; 
And Fate compelled upon the Bhsetian hills 
The Scandinavian rovei*s, who should pour 
Incontinent on all the glorious plains, 
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Where summer reigned eternal, and the vines 

Confirmed the royal right of centuries : 

At such a time it chanced^ a lowly monk 

From Asia's holy soil adventured far 

To see the queen of nations ; there to breathe 

His orisons where Paul and Peter sleep. 

No lustrous fiEict proclaimed his nobleness, 

Nor veteran years of wisdom, nor the grace 

Of manhood's prime was his ; but yet the youth 

Nurtured in holy thoughts betrayed his soul 

In the clear olive of ingenuous brow 

And starry eyes serene; he well might seem 

An angel midst the current-tides of life, 

Which swept along the streets of mighty Rome. 

There as he did due homage at the shrines, 

Which to the spirit's eye blushed rosy red 

With blood of Martyrs, his enraptured soul 

Woke to their unseen presence, and derived 

The firm resolve to suffer or to do 

Some special fact for the sweet Saviour's sake, 
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Who in them shone benignly. 

Could it be 
Wliile he yet knelt in that one passionate thought, 
That Rome still revelled in the heathen rite, 
And lust of blood showed fair in decent guise 
Of ancient valour nursed by ancient rules? 
He came, where those colossal walls uprose 
With undiminished pomp of light and gloom ; 
And, as the swordsmen in the ruthless fray 
Dug in the sand their crimson sepulchre. 
The shouts of thousands rent the affiighted air : 
He heard not, saw not, save the bleeding side 
Of Him, the Man of sorrows, whose meek eyes. 
Upturned to heaven in patient agony. 
So earnest pleaded for his slaughtered sheep. 
He tarried not to check the generous thought 
By reason's chilling sophistry, but sprung 
Forth on the ensanguined plain to intercept 
The quickly-flashing fidchions; when anon 
Bursts the infuriate cry of Belial's sons, 
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And marble fragments, hurled by hellish rage, 
Drain out the noble Athlete's life-blood pure. 

Yet precious to the Lord the fount that ebbs 
From Life's most rugged brinks to seek repose 
In his untroubled hyaline ; and sure 
Guerdons, far brighter than the thought can frame, 
Crown the adventure of a Martyr's love. 
And so it fell from that fair holy day 
No savage throng of gazers told the throes 
Of gladiatorial victims ; but the air. 
Now disenchanted of its heathen spell, 
Echoed the sighs of thousands in remorse 
And reverent pity of Telemachus. 

Beyond the Arch of Constantine is seen 
A church, first hallowed by domestic love. 
The holy home of Gordian and Sylvia; 
And there, as in a calm and sunny spot. 
As ever weary mariner could desire 
On the warm bosom of a sheltered bay. 
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Close to his threshold, who in life did care 
For the rude Saxon tribes, two suppliants lie, 
Self-exiled from their British fatherland ! 
For they were Mary Tudor's trusted friends, 
Whom few have ever praised, and fewer loved ; 
Who but for evil counsellors had proved 
A blessing to the land, which honours truth 
And spotless virtue and unselfish aims. 
Those mourners, sure, had loved her; for the stone, 
Which graves their memory in simple words. 
Bears witness to their loyalty and love ; 
And how, when they perceived their country fall 
From the bright fellowship of sister stars, 
Which ring around St. Peter's central throne, 
(Such was their dream of Catholic imity) — 
They chose to linger neath the Church's wing. 
Exiles of Futh ! nor witness the decay 
Of hallowed rites at home, and memories old. 
Peace to their ashes ! let us trust they erred, 
'ring of their country ! England's heart 
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Still owes allegiance to the voice of Grod, 

Enjoining Duty's unadorned path 

And holding straight the balances of Law; 

And Freedom lights her ancient mountains still, 

And Peace more homely dwells in woodland bowers 

Than in the lavish sunlight of the land 

Where rings at eve the soothing Angekbs I 

I stood beneath St. John of Lateran 
At the sweet hour of eve, when winds breathe low; 
And looking upwards to the vasty highth 
Of the huge marble roof beheld in air 
The sculptured forms of Saints, which seemed to live ; 
So deeply interfused among them shone 
The sun's declining splendour, that their robes 
Fell down in floating folds of ether-fire, 
And their tall mitres glowed like crowns of gold : 
Their faces, turning to the King of Saints, 
Grazed on his radiant form, as if again 
They spake with Him on Tabor, and were raised 
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Above the turmoils of the nether world. 
They fill their places bravely, and compel 
The doubting heart's fall homage ! 

Sure I dreamt 
That Ambrose yet did walk upon this earth, 
And wield the pastoral staff with perfect faith, 
Distrusting not his mission ; on his brow 
The majesty of Rome sate visible, 
As though a Consul passed beneath the yoke 
Of Christ the Victor ! and the Latin speech 
In nobler cadences than ours proclaimed 
The everlasting Qospel ; no mere rite, 
Hurried in mystic whispers, or prolonged 
In artificial strains of honeyed song. 
But that which Paul did utter at the goal 
Of all his aspirations, in proud Rome 
Preaching the Word with power ; and next to Paul, 
Glorfbus Augustine, whom the Saint might own 
The meetest sharer of his eulogy. 
The goodly company 1 the Church ne'er saw 
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Her royal Priesthood in such proud array ; 

One of them would a thousand put to flighty 

Chasing the armies of the alien ! 

Their Faith was pure, immarred by craven fears 

And doubts which should not be and vain surmise ; 

Their rites were grave, and simple, and severe, 

For they were mindful of the Crucified ; 

Yet marked with beauty and with dignity 

And Nature's sweetest lights, for they adored 

In the fair Garden at His open Tomb ! 

Sweet thought ! to wander back unto the times, 
When Christians walked together as true friends, 
Mixing the one Oblation ; when beside 
The pomp and glare of theatres, and shrines, 
And laurelled Lares and the Augurs' spells, 
The Elect of God assembled in dim ways 
Or haply shrouded deep in Catacombs, 
And made atonement for the festering core 
Of that imperial city, with sweet hymns 
Pleading the Victim once for ever slain. 
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Hark ! in the Coliseum's Titan walls 

Bursts forth a storm of sound, where joy and woe 

Bun frantic for the mastery; and unseen 

Demons rejoice, that Man hath done their will 

Even to the uttermost, when Death became 

The costly plaything of an Empire ! 

The wail of bleeding men doth rise at eve, 

A presage of the knell of final doom ; 

That savage exultation, told it not 

Of the lost angels' joy in endless ill ? 

And the broad crimson ilame of dying day. 

Surmounting slowly the high marble rings 

Clustered with madmen, and then perishing 

In the huge vorrdtories' yawning depths, 

Proclaimed to those who would the symbol read 

A blazoned heraldry of judgment fires, 

That shall this earth and all its pomp consume 

At the Lord's Second Coming. 

Yea, but hear 
How sweetly rings in some secluded nook, 
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Where doors are closed in the forsaken streets, 

When all the world is making holiday. 

The Christians' vesper-hymn, in measured tone 

Keeping soft concert with the humid plash 

Of fountain in the citron-perfumed court. 

They sing the Advent of the soul's True Light, 

Now that the lights of evening round them shine ; 

And seek the Spirit's instant aid, while deep 

And deeper yet the Holy Dove descends, 

Breathing the sabbath of eternal peace. 

Or in the gloomy Catacombs, at noon 

When the cool whistling wind most ghostly seems. 

They celebrate the Supper with a thought 

And feeling so intense, that none may tell. 

Who hath not followed Jesus from the room. 

Solemn and meetly furnished for the Feast, 

To the sharp anguish of the Sepulchre. 

The lowly men have triumphed ; of the proud 
But few memorials linger; here in Rome 
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The shade of Peter. broodeth evermore; 

The Galilfleaii fisherman usurps 

The place of Trajan, and the Antonine 

Gives way to Paul of Tarsus. ' I rejoice 

In this most bold reversal; it doth tell. 

How, when this gaudy earth hath disappeared, 

Pure Virtue shall possess her rightful throne ; 

And avenues of glory open out 

In due gradation, as the Saints have trode 

Furthest the Way of Sorrow. 

Then no more 
Shall haughty Esau pass in gallant trim. 
Claiming the fond heart's homage by the show 
Of noble bearing and the fearless front. 
All self-reliant in his chivalry; 
But the plain man, dwelling in quiet tents, 
Whose might is Heaven-inspired, shall fully prove 
The ethereal temper of his panoply. 
Matched with the angel 'baronage' of heaven. 
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The gold of sunset vanishes ; but still 
The liquid air in waves of palest green 
Washes the massiye battlements, the forms 
Of Saints grow larger as we gaze on them, 
And stars seal up the full mysterious scene : 
Below, the vast Basilica is hushed, 
The chaunt hath thrilled its last, and holy Night 
Bests in the vault sublime ; one lonely lamp 
Bums in its silver cradle, keeping ward 
Before the symboled throne of Deity. 
Here all is peace; but in the mighty heart 
Of the vast City Sorrow sits supreme 
And Doubt that drains the spirit's living well. 

In type, in thought alone, in worlds to come, 
Not on this chequered earth, may we expect 
Fulfilment of those dreams ; for who can hope 
A cloudless Future, where the Past is fraught 
With sorrows so profound, and w^ere Rome pants 
For unaccomplished freedom, still divorced 

K 2 
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From the broad bond of Italy ? Expound 

Who can the riddle; whether it shall end 

Sadly, as where Death lurks along the plain, 

Shrouded in flowers; or shall our bright Hope flee 

To yon £Eiir mountains stoled in violet, 

And win a prosperous omen? Will ye too, 

Sons of the old Crusaders, long endure 

'So play the gaoler's part, and stay the arms 

That yet will strike a blow for liberty? 

^ God aeeth, God wiU judge ;^ quit ye like men. 

No more degenerate Romans ! there shall come 

The welcome King, whose triumph will be hailed 

With glad acclaim, such as in older time 

Rang through the Senate : '' Caesar, mayst thou reign 

More happy than Augustus, and in good 

Surpassing Trajan!" 

I may not presume 
Further to entertain discourse of thee, 
Eternal City! some few thoughts I strung 
Together as a posy for thy tombs; 
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Some sprays of rosemary among the hills, 
Gathered by pilgrims eager to inhale 
Their salutary fragrance; thoughts severe^ 
Full of serene compassion, which beguiled 
The Golden Mileway leading me to Thee. 



END OF BOOK II. 
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PaOB 2. 

" A Pilgrim for the Eternal City botmd.^* 

The following Itineraries to Rome in the Middle Ages may 
prove interesting. 

" The way to Bome thorow ffiraunce. 

ffiro Bye to Depe XXX lewkys. To Roue Ix.. toPontolargexv.. 
Parysxii.. Molyns xxi. . toNowersxi. . Lyonlxx.. Ego- 
blet xii. . — iii. . Mount Sency xxx. . — iiii miliaria, to Tor- 
rens viii. . Pave xv. . Parme xx. . Alysander iii. . Aste vi. . 
Bonony xx.. Starper xx. to fflorant ix. . — vii.. — xv. . 
Pale xii.. — xii.. Saynt Laurent vii. . Bulsyn iii. Mownt 
Claston viii.. Vitem vii.. — v.. Mount Bose vi. . 
Bome XX. . The way to Bome thorow Almany. ffix) Doner to 
Calyse. fifro Calyse to Grauelyn iii.. to Sowy chyrch iii. New- 
port v.. Byrgesseviilewkys. Grawantviii. Sormowntiii Loucant 
iii. — iiii. Bocy V. Andemacke xii. Couelyensix. Byusxv. Wor- 
mys vi. Spyrys v. Olmys vii. Geselyns v. — iiii. Myssalfaus viii. 
vii chyrchys xii. Mount Nicholas iii. Trent ix. Clewys xiiii. 
Castel noua iii miliaria. Castyll waley v. Mantuey x. Saynt 
Benedict viii. Bomport viiii. — x. to Bonany x.** — MS. 
Bodl. 2067. 
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Paob 4> 
" The cmttere bemUy of Augu8tvne*8 dream" 
The subject of these lines is ft painting by Murillo in the Gral- 
lery of the Louvre. 

Paob 5. 

"Hard by the Seme a sacred temple ttands*' 
The Church of S. Germain TAuxerPois. S. Germanus is well 
known in British Church History in connexion with his mission 
to Britain with S. Lupus of Troyes to withstand the Pelagian 
heresy in the fifth century. Several churches in Wales are still 
dedicated to them under the names of Gannon and Blethian. 

Page 7. 
**In hmdly Meaux and tnmqwU Fenelon" 
Jacques B^nigne Bossuet, bishop of Meaux. 

Pagb II. 
" It io(u their chosen solace and delight 
To soothe their spirits hy the waters* flow.** 
Cornelius k Lapide remarks, on the first chapter of Ezekiel, 
that the Prophets took their station by the side of the river, that 
in the stillness and delightful scenery around them, they might, 
through the soft murmur of the water, be refireshed, enlivened, 
and prepared for the Divine ecstasies.— Hkngstbnbbbg, Christo- 
logy of the Old Testament, cap. iii. 

Page 14. 
" Sweet Aval&nfrom out the waUry waste 

Beneoith the T<yrfownd refuge ." 

The Abbey of Glastonbury was founded by Ina king of Wessex 
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in the Isle of Avalon or Tnys A vctllon, ' the Isle of the Apple-trees, ' 
as the ancient British termed it. 



Page 14. 

*' Llcmthony rose, where saintly Jkmd kept 
Sis hermit watch in £wias* lonely deU" 

" 'Mongst Hatterill's lofty hills, that with the clouds are crowned, 

The valley Ewias lies, immured so deep and round, 

As they below that see the mountains rise so high, 

Might think the straggling herds were grazing in the sky : 

Which in it such a shape of solitude doth bear, 

As Nature at the first appointed it for prayer: 

Where in an aged cell, with moss and iry grown. 

In which not to this day the sun hath ever shown. 

That reverent British Saint in zealous ages past 

To contemplation lived ; and did so truly fast. 

As he did only drink what crystal Hodney yields 

And fed upon the leeks he gathered in the fields. 

In memory of whom, in the revolving year. 

The Welchmen on his day that sacred herb do wear." 

Dbatton, Poly-oSbion, Song the Fowrth. 

Page 14. 

"And VaUe-Crucis, hosomed vn brown hiUs, 
Heard nightly chawatings of Mervinian Dee.*' 

The Abbey in VaUe Crucis, 'in the Valley of the Cross,* is 
situated near Llangollen in North Wales on the river Dee, which 
in Merioneth (Mervvnia). 
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Page 15. 
** Here Stephen' Hwrdvng from ov/r distcmt ide." 
Stephen was the third Abbot of Cistercium or Giteaux, and 
one of the original companions of Robert of Molesme^ the founder 
of the Cistercian Order. 

Paob 19. 
** A rite trcmsmUted from Hie elder days" 

The custom, which prevails in the mountain districts of Wales, 
of setting fire to the furze or gorse on the hills on All Saints' 
Eve, has been referred to the British mode of celebrating the 
Alban Elved or New Year. See the Ccmibro -Briton, No. v. 
p. 172. Vol. I. Lond, 1820. It probably was of the same origin 
as the Bel-tan in the Scottish Highlands. 

Page 20. 

" The obedient stmheams weave (heir gwrlcmd bright" 

So Velleius Pateroulus writes of C.Octavius : " Cui adventanti 
Romam, immanis amicorum occurrit frequentia: et, cum in- 
traret urbem, Solis orbis super caput ejus, curvatus eequaliter, 
rotundatusque in colorem arcus, velut coronam tanti moz viri 
capiti imponens, conspectus est." — ^L. II. c. 59. 

Page 22. 
'*And the wild gocut, that from the foamiibg brook 
Wmdd tcoop the crystal d/rcmght, suspended hvmg." 
In the Prot-evangelium or Apocryphal Gospel of S. James, 
Joseph is represented describing the involuntary sympathy of 
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Nature with the stupendous miracle of its Creator's Nativity. 
'' As I walked I looked up at the air, and beheld it quivering 
with amazement^ and the birds of heaven lying still. . . . And I 
saw sheep driven, and they stood ; and the shepherd lifted up 
his hand to strike them, and his hand stood up. And I looked 
on the torrent stream, and saw the kids with their mouths 
touching the water, and they drank not." — Fabeicius, Codex 
Apocryphns Novi Testamenti, T. I. p. 107. Hambwrg. 1703. 

Pagb 30. 
" The ivied rovi of Syrians paynim bcmds." 
See II. Maccabees, vi. 7. 

Page 30. 

"Great Theodosmsl patriot^ hero, sage.'* 

See Gibbon, Dedme and FaU of the Roma/n Empire, ch. xxvi. 
pp. 417, 472, ed. Lond. 1838. 

Page 32. 

" To seal with glory the last Constcmtine.*' 

Constantine XII. Palseologus, "the last of the princes of Con- 
stantinople, who so feebly sustained the name and majesty of 
the Csesars,'* fell in the taking of that city by Mahomet II. 
May 29, 1453. *^ The distress and fall of the last Constantine 
are more glorious than, the long prosperity of the Byzantine 
Caesars." — Gibbon, Decl. and FcUl, ch. Ixviii. 
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Pagb 34. 

** While the savnt soars beyond the cawvats vain" 

See the poem in the '' Lyra Apostolica/' entitled The Samt 
and the Hero^ by J. H. Newman. 

''The Saint's is not the Hero's praise; — 

This haye I found, and learn 
Nor to profane Heaven's humblest ways, 

Nor its least boon to spurn." 

Paob 39. 

** Pot those who Idbovred there in happier how, 
And wroyght the work of Qod in pvrity" 

The profound English Divine, Dr. Thomas Jackson, thus ex- 
presses his regret for the total dissolution of the Monasteries 
within a century after that event : '* Had not those privileges 
of retired life, wherewith superstition had blest her children, 
been held too glorious by reformers of Religion for reformed 
devotion to enjoy ; the ingenuous poverty of the English Clergy 
might have made the whole world rich in all manner of spiritual 
knowledge. The loss of Monasterial possessions had been light ; 
i^ as in Temporal States the honour (with some competent 
portion of ancient inheritance) remains entire unto the next 
heir male, while the greatest part of the lands possessed by 
the father goes for dowry unto his daughters; so that liberty 
of enjoying themselves, which had been peculiar to them before 
all privileges of secular nobility, which impaired them, might 
have been reserved to the sons of Levi; though but with 
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some corners of their ancient retired mansions, whose mag- 
nificence had brought them unto nothing." — Works, Tom. I. 
Book V. c. 20. 

Page 41.' 

" 0/ ma/y we hope, that for them %o€ in vain 
Was shed on earth the Semour's holy tear" 

" It is such a rarity as this that I saw at Vendome in France, 
which they there pretend is a tear that our Saviour shed over 
Lazarus, and was gathered up by an Angel, who put it in a 
little crystal vial, and made a present of it to Mary Magdalene. 
The famous P^re Mabillon is now (i 700) engaged in the vindi- 
cation of this tear, which a learned ecclesiastic in the neighbour- 
hood of Vendome would have suppressed, as a fsdse and ridicu- 
lous relick, in a book that he has dedicated to his diocesan 
the Bishop of Blois. It is in the possession of a Benedictine 
convent, which raises a considerable revenue out of the devotion 
that is paid to it, and has now retained the most learned Father 
of their order to write in its defence." — Addison, Rema/tks on 
several Parts of Italy, in the years 1 701-3. Works, II. 13. ed. 
London, 1721. 

Pagb 44. 

** There strive NasJiotdh*s Brethren to relwne 

The ancient lamp of zeal ; " 

A confraternity of missionaries of the Protestant Episcopal 
Church in the United States of America was established some 
years ago in the State of Wisconsin by the Bev. James Lloyd 
Breck. It was in a great degree owing to their labours, that 
the missionary Dioceses of Wisconsin and Iowa were founded. 
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Page 45. 

" Whm mm of peace and hemefnly-vmrngU desire 

Freak from ike bright Evangel's early dawn" 

Pothinus {detirable) and Irenseus (peacefvl) were successively 

the first Bishops of Lyons. They came from Asia Minor ; and 

the last was a scholar of Papias bishop of Hierapolis in Phrygia , 

himself a disciple of St. John the Evangelist. 

Page 45. 

*' Tkey feU 
The exile's sorrow^ forced wiik pain to learn 
Tke wncoutk vUeramce of barhwriam tongiuaJ" 
** Non autem exquires k nobis, qui apud Celtas .commoramur, 
et in barbamm seimonem plerumque avocamur, orationis artem 
quam non didicimus, neque vim oonscriptoris, quam non afiecta. 
vimus, neque omamentum verborum, neque suadelam quam 
nescimus." — S. Ibenjsus, Ad/o. Hareaes, Lib. I. Prafat. 



Page 46. 
**iVb ceremonial badge by ckvrckmen toow." 
"Upon solemn days the Canons (of Lyons) officiate in mitres 
like Bishops." — BiOHABD Lassbls, Voyage of Italy, p. 35. 
Paris, 1670. The Author, who was an English R. Catholic 
priest, notices a similar practice prevailing in the Cathedral of 
Lucca ; *' whose Canons in the quire wear a rochet and camail, 
and mitres of silk like Bishops." — ^p. 227. The camail is the 
same as the m/0Z2setta or cape of silk worn in quire. 
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Paob 52. 

** Here m this genial clime they wove the tale 
Of Peter f fiower of chivalrous array, 
And his fair Magalona^''^ 

The tale of Peter of Provence and his bride Maguelone of 
Naples is an anticipation of Longfellow's * Evangeline/ but 
with a happy ending. Its celebrity is attested by the following 
passage from a work of Andrew Hyperius, a Lutheran Divine, 
De Sacra Scriptwroi LectioTie quotidiana, Basilece, ex officina 
Oporiniana, 1561. He complains, that, while persons raise 
difficulties in the way of reading the Scriptures, when it comes 
to reading the Romances, all, courtiers, nobles, men, women 
and children, high and low, spend hours, before and after noon, 
after supper and to the dead of night ; not a word is muttered 
about labour in the reading ; but the eyes, ears, and minds of 
the reader and the circle that stands round to listen to him 
are riveted on such trifles ; nor can the noise of the domestics 
«knd the interruption of others break off the sonorous and arti- 
culate voice. He instances Florand, Lancelot, Tristan, Arthur, 
Magalona, Melusina, and the Bound Table. — ^L. II. p. 192, 

I am not justified in attributing Parthenopex of Blois to the 
Trouhadimrs of the Langue d'Oc, as the MS. of S. Germain- 
des-Prfes (from which MM. De Ste Palaye and Le Grand derived 
their extracts) undoubtedly belongs to the Trouveres of the 
Za/ngiLe d*Oil. Yet, as the story is evidently derived from that 
of Eros and Psyche in Apuleius, and the Pdblia/ux of the North 
of France are posterior in composition to the Albigensian Cru- 
sade, it may not be presumptuous to suppose the story to have 
been transmitted through a Southern or Proven9al channel. 

L 
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The unseen &iiy bride was Melior, daughter of the Emperor 
of Constantinople. The description of Cledore, (in the originals 
Ohedoire,) BeejooB to be founded on the actual topography of the 
Imperial City. Mr. William Stewart Bose published in 1808 
a free translation in English heroic verse of the prose of Le 
Grand D ' Aussy, a truly sumptuous book ; alluded to by Sir W. 
Scott in his Preface to Marmion ; " And well in modem verse 
hast wove Partenopex's mystic love.*' 

Page 56. 
** Some portion of the enchantment lingers yet. 
Enshrined within yow deep melodions names." 
" As for the pleasure which names themselves can afford, 
the admirable author of ' Guesses at Truth' [the late Archdeacon 
Julius C. Hare] has said, that ' one can hardly help wishing 
at times to be a Southern, for the sake of being called by a 
southern name. Listen/ he adds, ' to the names that meet you 
at every turn and winding in a Spanish chronicle: many of 
them come upon you with a sweeping sound, like a full peal 
of beUs ; while others have a depth and solemnity as if they 
* were brooding over the glory they had inherited from Pelayo 
and the Campeador.'" — Broad Stone ofHonovo', Oodefridm, by 
Kenelm Henry Digby, p. 41. Lond, LwnUeyy 1844. 

Page 58. 

*'That holy Mother, who was left awhile 
On earth to cheer the sad Apostles^ hearts" 

After I had written these lines, I found a passage nearly 
analogous in the writings of Arnold, abbot of Bonneval, De 
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Verbis Dommi in Cruce: ''Jesus ergb, ut per omnia pietatis 
foedera commendaret, antiquum decretum quod de honorandis 
parentibus dictaverat observavit ; et Matrem adbuc volens sic 
esse,, ad consoUUionem Apostolorvm reservavU mpersdtem ; ut ex 
his, quae ipsa ab initio audierat et viderat^et contulerat in corde 
suo, senatus Apostolicus doceretur et Evangelica firmaretur doc- 
trina." — InAppendice ad calcem 0pp. S. Cypriani, p.. 7. Ox<m. 
1682. 

Page 59. 

'' Oblivious of the destiny svblime, 
Which bownd the reverence of the vassal Chv/rch 
To the low tombs by yellow Tiber la/ved 
AndjHivements warm with Apostolic blood." 

This feeling found expression in the Sjmodical Letter of the 
Council of Aries to Pope Sylvester, A.D. 314. *' Sed quoniam 
recedere k partibus illis minimb potuisti, in quibus et Apostoli 
quotidie sedent, et cruor ipsorum sine intermissione Dei gloriam 
testatur ; non tamen hsec sola nobis visa sunt tractanda, frater 
carissime, ad quae fueramus invitati." — Labbei Concilia,!. 1425. 
On such a theme Milton rises into eloquence, even where he 
means to condemn : " Wherever a man, who had been any way 
conversant with the apostles, was to be found, thither flew all 
the inquisitive ears, although the exercise of right instructing 
was changed into the curiosity of impertinent fabling : where the 
mind was to be edified with solid doctrine, there the &ncy was 
soothed with solemn stories : with less fervency was studied 
what St. Paul or St. John had written, than was listened to one 
who could say. Here he taught, here he stood, this was his 
stature ; and thus he went habited ; and, O happy this house 

L 2 
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that harboured him^ and that cold stone whereon he rested, thi4 
village wherein he wrought such a miracle, and that pavement 
bedewed vdth the warm effusion of his last blood, that sprouted 
up into eternal roses to crown his martyrdom," — Of Prelatical 
Episcopacy J Prose Works, I. 69, ed, London, 1806. 

Page 64. 
" The 8acrtd Ointmemt trickled kindly down 
To glorify the Mcrament of Death" 

In the old Welsh Chronicle, called Brwt y Tywytogum, the 
penitent dying sinner is represented as receiving '' the religious 
habit, and the communion of the Body and Blood of Christ, and 
oil, and death ;" a beautiful endeavour to «trip death of its ter- 
rors by association with symbols and sacraments. On the subject 
of Extreme Unction may be consulted the Author's ^^JntrodAiction 
to the Study of Dogmatic Theology" c. xxiii. § 3. p. 385. Mastbbs, 
Lond. 1858. 

Pagb 66. 

" Dread AttHa the w&rd king encamped 
Beside La Ooj-da' 9 failed lake ." 



Attila, or king Etzel, has the reputation of a magician in the 
Nibelungen Lied. The Lake of Garda is the scene, where the 
Emperor Otnit meets with the fairy king Elberich (the prototype 
of Oberon) in the Heldenbuch. 

Pagb 67. 
"And where the Patriot-Pontiffs, who did guide." 
The allusion is to Gregory II. See Gibbon, Decline and Fall, 
c. xlix. Most readers of history are now familiar with the mas- 
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terly account of Gregory VII. in Dean Milman's LcUin Christi- 
anity. We need not acquiesce in his canonization in the Boman 
Breviary, still less in the violent abuse lavished on him in the 
Homilies. 

Page 6g. 

'* Borne** old CcUhedralf and * the Mother^ styled 
Of chwrches in the City cmd the World* " 

The Basilica of S. John of Lateran bears the inscription, 
'* Sanct. Johan. Lateran. omnium vrbis et orbis ecclesiarvm 
mater et capvt." It was formerly called Basilica Salvoitoris or 
Consta/rUiniana. 

Page 70. 

" And rival Pontiffs, propped hy rival hi/ngs" 

The great schism of the Papacy commenced in 1379, from the 
election of Urban YI. (Bartholomew archbishop of Ban) and of 
Clement VII. (Bobert of Greneva). Germany^ England, most of 
Italy, the Netherlands, North Europe^ and Portugal, were Ur- 
banists, and adhered to Borne. France, Scotland, Austria, 
Savoy, Geneva, Arragon, Oastille, and the king of Cyprus, were 
Clementists, and adhered. to Avignon. Selden remarks, ''The 
Papists call our Beligion a Parliamentary Beligion ; but there 
was once, I am sure, a Parliamentary Pope. Pope Urban was 
made Pope in England by Act of Parliament against Pope 
Clement ; the Act is not in the Book of Statutes, either because 
he that compiled 4he book would not have the name of the Pope 
there^ or else he would not let it appear that they meddled with 
any such thing, but 'tis upon the Bolls.'* — Tal>le TaHc. ■ 
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Pagb 74. 



'* Here Plvtus crovmed toith Phrygiom mitre broods 
Over the broad gold bezcmts, " 

Giov. Villani writes of Pope John XXII. ; " that after his death 
there was found in the treasury of the Church at Avignon in 
coined moneys of gold the value and reckoning of eighteen mil- 
lions of gold florins and more ; and the plate, crosses, crowns, 
and mitres, and other jewels of gold with precious stones I esti- 
mate at a laige value of seven millions of gold florins.'* He 
sarcastically remarks, ''But the good man did not remember the 
gospel of Christ, saying to His disciples : Let yowr treasure be m 
hea/veuy wnd treasvre not up on eaaih." But he candidly admits 
that '' Pope John used to say that he collected the said treasure 
to fit out the holy passage beyond sea ; and perhaps he had that 
intention." — Cronica, XI. c. 20. 

The remainder of the picture applies to Pope Clement V. (Ber- 
trand de Goth), of whom G. Villani writes ; " fii lussurioso, che 
palese si dicea, che tenea per amica la contessa di Pelagorga bellis- 
sima donna, figliuola del conte di Fusci." — IX. c. 59. And to 
Clement VI. (Pierre Boger, archbishop of Bouen ;) " Delle 
femmine essendo arcivescovo non si guardb, ma trapassb il modo 
de' secolari giovani baroni : e nel papato non se ne sep^e conte- 
nere n^ occultare, ma alle sue camere andavano le grandi dame 
come i prelati ; e fi:^ 1' altre una contessa di Torenna fu tanto in 
suo piacere, che per lei £ehcea gran parte delle grazie suo." — 
Mattbo Villahi, Crofdca, III. c. 43. 
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Page 74. 

*^And, as beseemed Homers homdmaid in the Oaul, 
Boast the Regalia of St. Trophwms." 

The Metropolitans of Aries used to receive from Rome the 
Pallium, and with it the right of representing the premier See 
of Christendom in cases of ecclesiastical judicature, long before 
the pre-eminence of Rheims. The privileges conceded to the 
archbishops of Aries by the Emperor Conrad are termed the 
Regalities of S.Trophimus, in a Synod held there A. D. 1234 ; 
because Trophimus the disciple of S. Paul was claimed as 
the founder of the see. — ^Thomasbin, Vetus et nova Ecclesice Dis- 
dplina, III. 109. 

Pagb 74. 

i' The Capitwds 

Of grim Tolosa, Alhy's Consuls stiU—'' 

The chief nu^pbstrates of Toulouse were termed Capitovls ; 
those of Alby, Nismes, Montpellier, &c. Consuls, — Sismondi, 
LitUratwre du Midi, I. 233. 

Page 75. 

** If from the east the Apostle^ s vengeance btbms." 

From early times the Bishop of Rome and the prelates of the 
other great patriarchal or apostolical sees were termed Apostles 
or Apostolic, Thus Villani speaks of "papa Bonifazio ottavo che 
allora era apostolico." — Gron. VIII. c. 36. The Cardinal Peter 
of Capua, legate of Innocent III., was called in the language of 
the time, mattre Perron de Chapes chardonas de V apostolle. — 
Flbuby, Hist. Eccles, 1. Ixxv. c. 6. 
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Page 75. I 

^*If frwn. the north, the gloomy Ahrimcm" &c. ! 

The Albigeiisian sectaries (or some of them) are accused of 
holding the Manichaean heresy of the two principles of Good and 
Evil (the Persian Ormuzd and Ahriman). In order to their ex- 
tirpation the Inquisition was established ; " an office, " says 
Gibbon, " more adapted to confirm, than refute, the belief of an 
evil principle." — Jkel. <md Failf c. liv. 
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II Borneo. 



'' ' In tre modi/ dice Dante nella Vita Nuova, ' si chiamano 
propriamente le genti che vanno al servigio dell' Altissimo : 
chiamansi palmieri, in quanto vanno oltramare ; chiamansi 
peregrvni, in quanto vanno alia casa di Galizla ; chiamansi roT/iei, 
in qnanto vanno a Ronu^.'" — Giov. Villawi, VI. 90. Note. 



Page 85. 
" Bent on adventv/rovs quest did Gavran seek 
Those fair green ides." 

Among the three losses, by disappearance, of the Isle of 
Britain, the Triads mention first that of Gravran the son of 
Aeddan, who went to sea in search of the Green Islands of the 
Floods, and nothing more was heard of them. See the Cambro- 
Britonj p. 124. Michelet, History of Frcmcej I. c. iv. lUustra- 
tions. 
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Page 85. 

**And how St. Brendcm, from the Albcmicm shore" 

Before the discovery of America by Columbus, all the learned 
conjectured, that the vast Atlantic ocean separated Asia from 
Europe and Africa ; and in the immense intervening space they 
placed the imaginary island of S. Brendan, to the west of the 
Canaries, supposed to have been visited by a Scottish Abbot of 
that name in the year 565. 

Page 88. 
" Like a grcmd chorus of hot/ntumwus sotmds." 
" The whole plot of the world being contrived by Infinite 
Wisdom and Goodness, we cannot but surmise that the most 
sad representations are but a sh«w, but the delight real to such 
as are not wicked and impious ; and that what the ignorant call 
EvU in this universe is but as the shadowy strokes in a &ir 
picture, or the moumfril notes in music, by which the beauty of 
the one is more lively and express, and the melody of the other 
more pleasing and melting." — Henry Mobe, Philosophical 
Writings, The Immortality of the Soul, Bk. III. c. xv. p. 2 1 2. 

Page 90. 

" The Eugcmean hills, in, freshest green a/ttired.** 

'' I famosi colli Euganei, cosl detti in lingua Greca per le loro 
gran delitie, e Costantino Paleologo (come riferisce il Eodigino) 
diceua, che frior del Paradiso terrestre non si sarebbe potuto 
ritrovare il piti delitioso luogo di questo." — Itinerario rf' Italia 
di Francesco Scoto, Padova, 1659. P* ^^- Cjilius Ehodiginus, 
Lectuymm Antiquarv/m, 1, xiii. c. 6. 
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Paob 90. 

" Tet doth the tJumgJU of Ezzelvno breed 
Sober displeaav/re." 

Azzolino di Romano was in the words of the Florentine historian 
Giovanni YilLmi, ** the most cruel and redoubted tyrant that has 
ever been among Christians, and by his force and tyranny lorded 
it a long while over all the March of Treviso and the city of 
Padua and a great part of Lombardy ; . . and under the shadow 
of a rude and criminal justice wrought many ills, and was a great 
scourge in his time." — Cronica, 1. vi. c. 72. He gives an almost 
incredible instance of his cruelty, that he caused 1 1 ,000 Paduans 
to be burnt at the same time. He died in A. D. 1260. 

Page 91. 

" This ancient earth, so fair in its decay, 
ShaU yet he pwrged from the deep hligJU of sin." 

** For the veiy soil then mider them shall be transparent, 
in which they may trace the very roots of the trees of this 
superior Paradise with their eyes, and, if it may not offend them, 
see this opake earth through it, bounding their sight with such a 
faint white splendour as is discovered in the moon, with that 
difference of brightness that will arise from the distinction of 
land and water ; and if they will recreate their palates may taste 
of such fruits, as whose natural juice will vie with their noblest 
extractions and quintessences. For such certainly will they 
there find the blood of the grape, the ruby-coloured cherries, 
and nectarines. And if, for the completing of the pleasantness 
of these habitations, that they may look less like a silent and 
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dead solitude, they meet with birds and beasts of curious shapes 
and colours, the single accents of whose voices are veiy grateful 
to the ear, and the varying of their notes perfect musical har- 
mony ; they would do very kindly to bring us word back of the 
certainty of these things, and make this more than a philoso- 
phical conjectiie." — Henrt More, Philosophical Works, Im- 
mortality of the Soul, III. 9. p. 184. See also Mr. Mozlet's 
'* Primitive Doctrirte of Regeneration" pp. 75-77. Murray, 
Lond. 1856. 

Page 93. 

** Star of the seat Madofvna, I have manleed 
Thy temple gleaming on the lonely steep,^^ 

The church of Madonna della Ouardia lies on a promontory 
to the south of S. Bemo. The couplet 

" In mari irato, in subita proceUa^ 
Invoco te, nostra benigna stella," 

is part of a hymn to the Virgin sung by sailors and fishermen 
on this coast. For the external decoration of buildings with 
masses of gay colour, here instanced in Porto Maurizio, con- 
sult Mr. Stewart Rose's interesting " Letters firom the North 
of Italy," p. 31. I. LoTid. 1819. 

Page 95. 
*' The fugitive Alassia, draicn by love" &c. 

Alassio is said to derive its name from Alassia, a daughter 
of the Emperor Otho the Great, who is said to have fled to 
the forests in this part of the Biviera with her betrothed 
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Aleramo. Another romantic story is connected with the Bi- 
viera^ the rescue of Jacobina Countess of Vintimiglia by the 
Marquess Boniface III. of Montferrat, as narrated by the 
troubadour Bambaud de Vaqueiras. — Sismondt, litt. du Midi, 
I. 173- 

Page 95. 
" The simshine drained of topazes or rubies.'' 

See the Vendemmie di Parnaso of Gabeiello Chiabbera ; 
** Damigdlaf tutta bella, versa, versa di quel vino ; Fa che coda 
rugiada, distiUata di rubini." . 

Page 98. 
^^Nonefavrer them the home of I>oria.** 
'* It stands upon the sea-side, and its garden towards the 
sea is built upon three rows of white marble rails borne up 
by white marble pillars; which ascending by degrees is so 
beautiful to behold from the sea, that strangers passing that 
way to Genua take this garden for a second Paradise. In 
the midst of it stands the rare Fountain of Neptune, re- 
presenting the true looks of brave Andrea D Oria, the Neptune 
of the Ligurian sea." — Lassels, Voyage of Italy, p. 92. 

Page 100. 
" There is a holy plot of ground, transferred,^^ &c. 
"The Campo Sa/nto is built of the same length and breadth, 
they say, as Noah's Ark was. Its inner area is encompassed 
with a curious cloister of white marble, and is filled with earth 
which was brought from Jerusalem as ballast in the galleys 
of the Pisans, when they returned from warring with the 
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Turks, and from thence takes its name; it was began to 
be built in the year 1200, and was finished in 1278. It is 
a most delightful structure, tho' Gothic. . . The walls are painted 
in fresco ;. . the history of the great Saint and Patron of Piaa, 
S. Rainerius, in six compartments." — Travels in Fr<mce, Italy, 
&c. by Edwaed Wright, II. p. 383. 

Page ioi. 

" Tht happy land, which God had once erwironed 
WUh blessed feet " 

This form of expression, common in Mediaeval writers, is 
found as early as S. Optatus ; who speaks of the Catholics 
of his day as " sociati Orientalibus ; ubi secundtim hominem 
suum natus est Christus, ubi EJjus sancta sunt impressa vestigia, 
ubi ambulaverunt adorandi pedes, &c." — S. Optati 0pp. L. vi. 
p. 95. ed. Paris. 1631. 

Page 104. 

" For here an ancient apologue assigned 

The rude ccmditions of her infancy." 

This allegorical picture of the Gentile Church was suggested 

by some expressions in an old Dialogue of the Altercation of the 

Church and the Synagogue in barbarous Lktinity, falsely ascribed 

to S. Augustine. The Synagogue reproaches the Church with 

her former abject condition : " Tu silvicola queerebaris, quae 

Barbarorum ritu rure, coUibus, intra invia vel secreta agresti 

quondam tugurio commanebas. Nam quid te aliquando rusticius 

fuit ? Tu cum gentibus, cum quibus ego saepe pugnavi, pastorali 

more balantia credo pecora sequebaris.. .Tu montana, rustica, 
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apta pecoribus : tu pressis in vallibus tantiim diversabare sol- 
licita ; tu ex vasta condensaque rupe, cui riiuosus lapis timidiim 
quondam prsestabat hospitiam, lac de caseo, vaccinia cum 
glande mandebas." The Church responds ; " Ego sum regina, 
quse te de regno deposui, ego sum sponsa quse derelictis 
idolis de silva et de monte descendi : ut ait Patriarcha tuus, 
'Ecce odor filii mei sicut odor agri pleni quem benedixit 
Dominus.' Unde venis virgo cum lacte, cum floribus inte- 
merata juvencula, opaco de nemore, civis simplex, Iseta, pallio 
nivali composita ?" — Ad ccUcem Tom. viii. S. Aug. 0pp. 19 — 22. 
ed. Bened. 

Page 107. 

'* There are who, when their pilgrim feet had touched 
For tke first time ths pavement star-ystrown 
With glories of the trwe old Roman time/* 

It was the sight of the monuments of old Bome that inspired 
Villani to write his Chronicle. He was present at the Jubilee 
celebrated by Pope Boniface VIII. in A. D. 1300. " E tro- 
vandomi io in quelle benedetto pellegrinaggio nella santa cittk 
di Boma, veggendo le grande e antiche cose di quella, e 
leggendo le storie e' grand! fatti de' Romani, scritti per Virgilio, 
e per Sallustio, e Lucano, e Tito Livio, e Valerie, e Paolo 
Orosio, e altri maestri d' istorie, . . presi lo stile e forma da lore, 
tutto si come discepolo non fossi degno a tanta opera fare." — 
Cromca^ L. viii. c. 36. Gibbon's striking language is well 
known : " At the distance of twenty-five years, I can neither 
forget nor express the strong emotions which agitated my mind 
as I first approached and entered the eternal city. After a 
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sleepless nigbt, I trod, with a lofty step, the ruins of the 
Forum ; each memorable spot where Bomulus stood, or Tully 
spoke, or Csesar fell, was at once present to my eye ; and several 
days of intoxication were lost or enjoyed before I could descend 
to a cool and minute investigation." — Memoirs of his life and 
writings t Miscellaneous Works, p. 8i. ed. 1837. 

Page 108. 

" Bekold, the Pontiff from his palace gate 

Comes forth in soUrmi pomp . " 

It may be interesting to give a sk(^h of the Papal pomp, 
as it met the eye of an English traveller more than three 
centuries ago. It is taken from a very rare book, the History 
of Italy, by William Thomas, Clerk of the Council to Edward VI. 
It is in black letter, and was dedicated in 1549 to John Earl 
of Warwick. 

''In effect the present astate of Bome in comparison of 
the auncient astate deserveth not to be spoken of; and yet 
I beleue, that in the Bomaines most glorie there was neuer 
halfe so muche pompe vsed as now. O what a worlde it id 
to see the pride and abhominacion, that the Churchemen there 
mainteigne ? What is a kynge 1 what is an emperour in his 
maiestee ? Any thynge lyke to the Romaine bishop ? No surely, 
nor I would not wisshe theim so to be. And to the entent 
you maie the better perceiue it, you shall understand, that 
on Christmas daie, the yere of our lord 1547, Paule the 
thyrde beyng bishop, I noted his coming to church, because 
it was a principall feast celebrated in Pontificalibibs. Wherefore 
early in the momyng I resorted to the palaice, and there 
waited the comyng of the Cardinalles, that for the most parte 
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lie in the citee, and to come to sainct Peters, must passe Ponte 
Sant' Angela, where is an olde ordre, that whan so euer 
any Cardinall passeth the bridge, there is a peece of ordinaunce 
shotte of in the castell : for an honour that the bishop is bounde 
to obserue towardes his bretherne. H I had not ben longe 
In the palaice, but I harde two peeces shotte of at ones, whereby 
I knew that two Cardinalles were comyng, and therefore 
resorted to the gate to see them and their traine. 

H From Castell Sant* Angela to Saint Peters staiers, there 
is an excedyng hire strete, streight and leuell more than a 
quarter of a myie longe, called Borgo Scm Piero, in the further 
ende whereof I saw these Cardinalles come, and. therwith out 
of the bisshops palaice came his garde of SiUzzera all in white 
hameis, and there alongest before the gate made a lane halfe 
on one syde and halfe on the other, with their ii. drummes and 
a fife before theim. And assoone as the Cardinalles approched, 
the drummes and fife beganne to plaie, and so continued till the 
Cardinalles were well entred amongest the garde. Than the 
trumpettes blewe vp an other while, till the Cardinalles were 
almost at tile gate, and as they should enter, the shalmes began 
to plaie, and ceased not tyll they were alighted, and mounted vp 
the stayers to the bisshoppes lodgeyng. 

II The lyke cerymonies were vsed vnto all the Cardinalles 
that came, whether one came alone or many togethers. And 
there taried more than iL houres harkenyng to this gunneshot 
and mery pipyng, and rekened aboue . 40. Cardinalles that came 
thus rydyng, sometime one alone, and sometime . iii. or iiii. 
together. U There was no Cardinall that came without a great 
traine of gentilmen and prelates, well horsed and apointed, some 
had . 40. some . 50. and some . 60. or mo, and next before euerie 

H 
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of theim rode . ii. henchemeD, the one oaiTing a coushin and a 
riche clothe, and the other a piller of 8yluer« and the Cardinalles 
theym self es aparayled in robes of crymsen chamlety with redde 
hattes on theyr heades, rode on moyles. U Whan they were 
all come to. the palaice, and had waited awhile in the chamnbre 
of presence, the bysshop him selfe with the . iii. crowned miter 
fall of iewelles, in a veraie riche cope, with shoes of ciymsen 
veluette, sette with preciouse stones, and in all his other ponti- 
fical apparaile, came foorth, and at the chambre dore sate him 
downe in a chaier of crymsen veluet, through the whiche 
renneth two staues covered with the same. Thus beyng sette, 
the prelates and clergy, with the other o%oers passed on afore 
hym. Whiche are suche a numbre, as were able to make the 
muster of a battaile, if they were well ordred in the field, 
Datcmes, Threaaorera, Clerkea of the Chamhre, Pemtentidmes, 
Pr^etidcmes, Notaries, Protonataries, and a thousande mo, eche 
order of theim in his diners deuise of parliamente robes, all in 
skarlet, and for the moste parte finely furred. Than came the 
double croese, the swoorde and the imperiall hatte, and after 
that the Gardinalls by two and two, and betwene eueiy two a 
great route of gentilmen. Than came the ambassadours, and 
next theim the bishop hym selfe blessyng all the waie, and 
caried in his chayre by . idii. men clothed in long robes of 
skarlet.; and on either side of hym wente his garde makynge 
rome, and criyng cibcutso ahaaso, for they that wouU not willyngly 
kneele, shall be made kneele by force. And I thynke verily 
the foremost of this ordre was distant firom the hindermost more 
than a quarter of a myle. U Thus whan he came into the 
middest of the churche against the sacrament of the aulter, he 
turned hym selfe towardes it, and bowyng his heade a little 
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seemed to make a oertaine familiare reuerence. % Than was he 
caried into the chapell, brought behind the aulter (for the 
aulter standeth in the middest open euerie waie) and there in 
a trone of wonderful! maiestee was set vp as a god. H The 
Cardinalls then bestowed them selfes after their auncientees in 
certaine stalles, somewhat lower about the queere. Than sate 
the Ambassadours, and other prelates at theyr feete. And so 
whan they were set, the chapell beganne the offitorie of the 
masse, and sange so sweetely, that me thought I neuer heard 
the lyke. At the communion of the masse the Cardinall 
that celebrated, brake the host in . iii. peeces, wherof he eate one 
hym selfe, and the other two he deliuered vpon the paten to a 
Cardinall iq>poincted, that brought it to the bishop, and in his 
presence (for feare of poysonyng) toke aasaie of the seconde 
peeoe : and deliuered hym the thyrde. % Whan the masse was 
finiflshed, the bishop gaue his benediction, with many yeres of 
pardon, and than returned to the palaice in lyke oidre as he 
came."— W. Thomas, Hist, of Italy, foil. 37-9, 4to. L<md. 
Thiomat BerikeUt, 1549. 

Page 109. 

** And 'Oeaholie Pontiff throned in highest heaven." 

Tertullian calls our Lord " Coitholicvm Patris aaeerdotem.^* — 
Adtfers. Mareion. IV. c. 9. 

Page 109. 

"F<mrfold in token of the Love Divine." 

Cf. Georg. Codinus, De Oa^emowOs EcderioB et Aula Oonttan' 
tinopditance, c. xvii. § 42. eci. Gretser. 

M 2 
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Page no. 

" Hei^, answervag to the deeply cheridied prayer 
Of pilgrim votaries. *' 

Cardinal William Allen thus writes : ** And for us of the 
School and Clergy, whither should we rather flee for relief 
either of body or soul than to . . the Vicar general of Christ, out 
of the compass of whose fold and family no banishment can 
bring us ; to him, that by office and unction hath received the 
grace of love, mercy, pity, and compassion ; to him, that 
counteth no Christian nor domestical of faith a stranger to him, 
whose city and seat is the native home of all true believers, and 
ne pattern of all bishoply hospitality and benignity." — Apology 
of the English Seminaries at Home amd RheimSf p. 17. Printed at 
Mounts in Henatdt, 1581. 



Page 114. 
*A vainly titled King. — 



Henry Benedict, Cardinal Bishop of Tusculum or Frascati, 
assumed on the death of his brother Charles Edward the title 
of Henry IX. King of Great Britain and Ireland. By George 
Ill's munificence the Cardinal of York's necessities were 
relieved, and George IV. erected a monument (by Canova) at 
6. Peter's to the memory of the last of the Stuarts, bearing this 
inscription : Jacobo . ///. Jacobi . II, m>agnae . Brit . regis .filio. 
Karolo . Edvardo . et . Henrico . Decano . Patrvm . Cardin- 
aZivm . Jacobi . Ill . JUiis. Begiae . stirpis . Stvardiae . post- 
remis . Anno . m.dccc. xix. 
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NOTES OX BOOK II. 165 

^ Page 121. 
there to breathe 



His oriacms, where Paul and Peter sleep.'" 
Thus we are told of Ammonius, an Egyptian monk, that 
'' being at Borne with Athanasius he chose not to inquire about 
the public works of the city, but only to see the church 
{Martyrim) of Peter and Paul." — Socrates, Hist. Eccl. L. iv. 
c. 23. 

Page 123. 
"And reverent pity of TelevMichus." 
In consequence of Telemachus's self-devotion, the Elmperor 
Honorius "abolished for ever the human sacrifices of the amphi- 
theatre." — Decl. and Fall, c. 30. Theodoeet. Hist, Eccles.Y. 26. 
Gibbon adds in a note, *'I wish to believe the stoiy of St. Tele- 
machus. Yet no church has been dedicated, no altar has been 
erected, to the only monk who died a martyr to the cause of 
humanity." But, as Telemachus figures on Jan. i. as Almaehitis 
in the Martyrology of Usuardus, it is possible that Gibbon may 
be mistaken. 

Page 124. 

" two suppliants lie. 

Self -exiled from their British fatherlwnd.''^ 
Two marble slabs in the vestibule of Sa/n Oregorio record the 
burial-place of Sir Edward Came, ambassador to the Holy See 
from Philip and Mary of England, (date 1561) ; and of Sir 
Robert Pecham, Privy Councillor to the same sovereigns. It is 
stated of one of them, that when he saw his country £Edling off 
from the Catholic fiuth, he preferred losing everything that is 
generally held most dear rather than his religion. 
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166 NOTES ON BOOK II. 

Page 130. 
" Matched with the angel ' baronage* of heawen." 
The term ' baronage,* applied to the Hierarchy of heaven, is 
borrowed from a MS. called Disce Mori, numbered I Arch. 4. 6. 
in the library of Jesus College, Oxford. " For whan thou 
comes in to a cherche, thou owest to thenke that thou entres the 
chambre of the kyng of heuen, afor alle the baronage of Paradis, 
there to uttre thi needes, where thou owghtes to speke with 
grete drede to the kyng and the queen, our aduocate aeint 
Marie.'* — p. 74. 

Page 133. 

" 'Cfod 9eeth, Qod wiU judge: " 

Iddio me uede, Iddio me giudichera, 
Finisoe tutto, finisoe presto, 
Etemitk non finisce mai. 

Etman Jnacriptum, 



THE END. 
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AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF DOGMATIC 
THEOLOGY, by the Rev. Robert Owen, B. D. Fellow of 

^ JesuB College, Oxford ; Public Examiner in Law and Modern 
History, 1859-60. Masters, London, 1858, 8vo. 496 pp. 



** A truly valuable volume, displaying much original research 
and independent thought." — Christian Remembrancer^ Vol. XLI. 
Art. X. ** Dogma in relation to ^Essays cmd Reviews,'*' t86i. 

Our firee exposition of whatever seems to us defective or one- 
sided in Mr. Owen's volume must not be supposed to lessen our 
gratitude for a publication of so much thought and learning, 
which few, if any, can lay down without having added to' their 
stores of knowledge on the most momentous themes that can en- 
gage the attention of the human mind, nor without having often 
been carried away in thought from things of earth, ' to wher& 
beyond these voices there is peace.'" — Ibid. Vol. XLII. Art. viii\ 
**Owen on Dogmatic Theology," 1861. 

" A readable, and in many respects a fair, candid, and tem>- 
perate volume." — Nor^ British Review, 1858. 

** The production of one who is evidently to be depended upon 
for a thorough investigation of the authorities from which he has 
chiefly drawn the contents of his volume, as also for a fair and 
candid, as well as orthodox use of his materials."— ^^cc^/oj^ 
and Theologian, 1858. 

''We cannot but think it singularly adapted ta introduce 

men's minds to the whole circle of dogmatic theology The 

tone of the work is Augustinian throughout, and in some places 
we should be slow in giving our adhesion to the conclusions; 
but the learning, moderation, and candour of the writer are 
conspicuous in every page." — Literary Churchman^ 1858. 
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